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FADE IN: 

A MANSION, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

We open looking at A COUPLE, clad in late- 18 th century high 
fashion and carrying fine glasses of wine, laughing in a 
slightly tipsy way at something happening below them. Craning 
up, we look down to see that they are laughing at a bear- 
baiting, where the exhausted bear is fading fast against dogs. 

We turn to see that we're in the grounds of a magnificent 
mansion (in the Meadow Gardens). Evidently a grand party is in 
progress: richly-dressed men and women parade around the 
grounds or stand in groups discussing art, culture and cruelty 
to their lessers. 

We continue to move around the mansion, eventually ending up 
in the garden maze. It is quieter here - the last person we 
saw coming out of here was a young man who paused to vomit, 
before passing out. 

A YOUNG WOMAN comes running - and slightly tripping - down the 
steps into the courtyard, which contains a small fountain in 
the shape of Athena, complete with owl on shoulder. 

ELENOR 

Rupert! Rupert, I'll catch you! 

She looks around the courtyard, doesn't find him, and sets off 
through one of the exits. Heading into the hedge maze further, 
she continues her pursuit. 


ELENOR 

Rupert, you wicked man! 

When I find you I shall be most put 
out! 

More hedges. More turnings. Elenor is starting to get tired of 
this game. 


ELENOR 

Rupert, come out! I'm tired. 

She stops. She looks around. The sounds of the party seem very 
distant. 


ELENOR 
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Rupert! 

There is a loud crackle from elsewhere, like something just 
pushed through a maze border. Elenor turns around to the 
source of the noise, startled and starting to be scared. 

ELENOR 

(slightly shaky) 

I know that's you. Come out. 

Silence. Elenor moves to the end of the hedge she's on, and 
looks left and right at the T-junction. More hedges. She's 
deep in the maze. 

There is another crackling sound. Elenor jumps, and looks 
really scared. She turns and starts to run the way she came. 

And trips right over a MAN in a long brown coat sitting in one 
of the maze seats. 

The man rises quickly and offers his hand to her. He's wearing 
a tall hat, too, with a face we can't see much of beyond a 
neatly trimmed beard. He's in his mid-thirties. 

JACK 

I'm sorry. I was lost in thought. Are 
you - 


ELENOR 

(picking herself up) Oh, perfectly 
well, good sir, thank you for your 
trouble. 

Jack sits again. 


JACK 


No trouble. 

You were running, I must say, like a 
hare. 

ELENOR 

Oh! Beastly Rupert led me into this 
horrid place and now, sir, he has 
abandoned me. 


JACK 
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Well, I'm sure your Rupert will return 
soon enough. 

ELENOR 

I doubt it, sir. Frankly, I fear he 
has gone to sleep in a ditch. 

JACK 

(interest sparking up) Hmm? 


He stands up. 

Well, the sound of running feet has 
always appealed to me, my love. 

ELENOR 

Do you know the way out of here, then, 
sir? 

JACK 

No, but if I persevere, I find almost 
anything I want comes to me. 

He offers her his left arm. She takes it. 

ELENOR 

Thank you. 

Oh! My name is Elenor, sir. 

JACK 

I'm pleased to meet you. My friends 
call me Jack. 

They start walking. 


ELENOR 

I do declare, sir, sometimes it feels 
like no-one cares about people these 
days. 

As they walk off, we move to a position where we can see that 
Jack presents the classic figure of Jack the Ripper - top hat, 
cloak. And, to complete the picture, he is holding out his 
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hand behind him, and, glowing red, a straight razor forms in 
his hand. 


JACK 

I promise you, my love, I care about a 
great many things. 

His hand grips the razor. 

ANOTHER CITY STREET, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

A lamp flares at the end of a long, narrow alley, momentarily 
blinding us. When our vision clears, we can see two MEN moving 
down the street, cautiously, looking around them. 

They are dressed in a smart uniform - police or military men - 
and both carry heavy infantry sabres and pistols at their 
belts. The younger man is about 20, fresh-faced and new at 
this, whilst the older is bewhiskered and could be anywhere 
between 35 and 50. 

There is a sudden movement at the edge of the lamplight and 
the older man starts, then shakes his lantern at something out 
of our sight. 


RUNNER ONE 
(Regional accent) 


Be away with you! 

A huge RAT scuttles off into the shadows. 

RUNNER ONE 

You'll get your supper soon enough. 

RUNNER TWO 

(More educated accent) 

You're a bit down, surely, George? He can hardly 
strike tonight, not with all of Breach Street on the 
lookout. 


RUNNER ONE 

(to himself) Jack be nimble. Jack be quick. 

Seven so far, two within the very sight of the House 
of Lords. 


You think he's afraid of a brace of watchmen? 
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The two continue up the street, keeping a watchful eye on the 
walls and roofs. 

RUNNER TWO 

He's only a man. 


RUNNER ONE 


Is that right, lad? 

You know what you've seen in the cells - or out with 
the General. 

There's more out here than men and rats. 

RUNNER TWO 

I call that rank superstition, George. 

GEORGE 


Aye. Well, we'll see. 

There is a soft "thud" somewhere in the alley. 

Old Alf reckons he's a Steelwight. 

There is a distinct silence from the other man. 

Ain't you going to tell me they're all dead? 

The tenor of the silence from behind him finally penetrates. 

He turns to see his young companion, frozen in terror, pistol 
half-drawn, facing a figure in a loose-fitting white shirt, 
with archaic sword and dagger drawn but lowered, standing half 
in the shadows of the alley. 


SILVER 


Under the circumstances - 

George, panicked, draws and fires his pistol, as the young 
Runner also finally fires his pistol. The camera streaks 
toward SILVER, then time slows, like it's going into treacle, 
as Silver raises his sword and moves gracefully, like he's 
executing a slow-motion dance move. One pistol ball glances 
off his dagger and past him as he steps sideways - the other 
he catches on the side of his blade and elegantly rolls it 
down the blade and away from his person. 
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Time speeds up again. There are two explosions of mortar from 
behind Silver as the balls hit. Silver is now standing six 
feet from George. 

SILVER 

- that would be rather foolish. 

Silver and the Runners stand at an impasse. An insignia 
flashes on the younger man's chest. 

SILVER 

Breach Street. I should have known. 

(To the young man) Draw that and I'll take your hand 
off. 


GEORGE (RUNNER ONE) 

It'll do you no good to harm us. There's a score of 
men out here. 


SILVER 

I have no intention of harming you, man, unless I 
have to. 

He unconciously half-starts toward the younger man, who 
flinches back. Silver sneers slightly. 

SILVER 

We're both out here for the same reason. And it is 
best that he is stopped - even by torturers like 
you. 


RUNNER TWO 


We are not - 


GEORGE (RUNNER ONE) 

You're after Jack Springheel? 

SILVER 

(sarcastic) No, I simply enjoy the ambience of rat- 
infested alleys. 

(suddenly thoughtful) You know, there's something I 
remember about Jack. 
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Silver is intently focussed on something - apparently not what 
he's looking at. 


RUNNER ONE 

(Catches Silver's mood - his hand goes to his sword) 

Aye? 

There is a very faint sound, like an indrawn breath. 

Fire explodes out of the shadows behind Silver. Simltaneously, 
Silver explodes into motion, dropping into a footsweep that 
knocks both other men to the ground and the fire sweeps over 
them. 

Silver comes up into a high guard, facing a corner of the 
alley now obviously inhabited by a man in a long cloak and 
high hat, also with a sword - or something that looks like a 
sword - out. Its face is horribly distended and twisted. 

SILVER 

He does love to hear himself talked about. 

The creature's face twists back to a human shape. It's our old 
friend from the gardens. 

Hello, Jack. 


JACK 

(smiles) I've found the beauty in my 
night, Steelwight. Will you find her? 

Jack hisses, then leaps straight up - an impossible leap, 
clearing fifty foot in a single bound onto the rooftops and 
away. Silver, also impossibly, follows after, leaping first 
onto a low, overhanging roof, then up to a windowledge and 
flipping himself over and following Jack in a dead run across 
the rooftops. 

We leave the Breach Street Runners watching hopelessly upward. 
THE CITY, NIGHT 

We blur across rooftops and alleyways, tracking across from 
Deep River to the depths of Meadow Gardens. Jack takes another 
leap and then another, already leading Silver by a 
considerable distance, and vanishes into a massive walled 
estate, in which we can see lights and hear laughter. 
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Silver leaps to the wall of the estate and surveys the scene. 

SILVER 


Damn. 

A MANSION'S GROUNDS, NIGHT 

There is a strange blurring around him, and he drops down 
behind some rhododenrdon bushes. We track around, as an 
entirely different LORD JOHN SILVER emerges. 

He is still recognisably the same man, but rather than his 
Romantic, simple shirt and hose, he is clad in full Dangerous 
Liasons-style finery - wig, powder, extremely fine clothing, 
with a court smallsword at his side. 

He walks briskly into what is clearly his element in this 
guise, walking up the main path to the house. Elegantly- 
dressed gentlemen and ladies nod to him on either side. 

NOBLEMAN 1 (WHISPERING) 

John Silver! What's he doing here? 

NOBLEWOMAN 2 (WHISPERING) 

Probably fleeing from the latest girl 
he's ruined. 

Silver's jaw tightens and his lip curls. It's clear he heard 
that, and equally clear it angers him quite a bit. 

A SERVING-GIRL staggers into his path, evidently fleeing a 
cruelly laughing pack of young noblemen. Silver sees her too 
late - or perhaps just doesn't care to dodge - and knocks her 
sprawling to the ground. 


SILVER 

(Looking down at the girl, clearly 
displacing the anger he feels) 

God damn it, I'd not heard the Dame 
was hiring cripples. 

He steps around her and continues on. Aside, the group of 
nobles titter at the trouble they've caused. Silver hears 
them. 

He suddenly stops in his tracks, turns around, and offers a 
hand to the girl, helping her up. 



Page 10 


SILVER 

You're not employed for me to insult, 
or for children to harass. I hope this 
will make some amends. 

He places a golden coin in her hand. She looks up, rather 
confused, with wide eyes. 

Silver meets the gaze of the chief abuser, who is looking 
furious. After a moment, the young man pales and drops his 
eyes . 

Silver continues toward the house. 

BISHOP ODO, a tall, thin, middle-aged man in rich 
ecclesiastical robes steps out, blocking Silver's path - 
clearly deliberately. 


BISHOP ODO 

Lord Silver, such a pleasure. 

SILVER 

I don't have time for lapdogs, your 
Grace, excuse me. 

He tries to step around Odo. 


ODO 

(raising his voice slightly) 

Is there something urgent, then? 

A number of nearby heads turn to watch the scene. Silver 
realises he is trapped. 


SILVER 

(rather scornfully) I'm sure very 
little here is urgent. 

ODO 

Your compassion for that child was 
truly moving, my Lord. How wonderful 
to see your fellow feeling for one so 
unfortunate. 
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SILVER 

It has nothing to do with fortune, 
although I'm sure a churchman finds 
that hard to grasp. 

0D0 

The Bull blesses us according to our 
virtue, and thus I must be virtuous. 

But we've all heard of your virtues. 

Sobriety, chastity, filial affection - 

Silver is looking around for a way out. 

VOICE (MASTER OF VESTMENTS) 

(hard) You're boring my guest, your 
Grace. 

The crowd very rapidly starts to find other things 
interesting, as two large men in guards' uniforms grab Odo by 
the arms and turn him around to face the newcomer, the MASTER 
OF VESTMENTS, a young, pretty-looking man, about 5'6", with a 
cane which he whips, brutally hard, across Odo's face. 

MASTER OF VESTMENTS 

Don't do it again. 

The Bishop is let go and scurries off, face streaming blood. 
Silver and the Master turn and walk toward the house. 

SILVER 

I don't wish your help. 

MASTER OF VESTMENTS 
And I care nothing for your wishes. 

He went upstairs. Into my quarters. 

SILVER 

Keep yourself away from me. You and 
your dogs. 

He heads into the rich mansion, and up the stairs, then turns 
into an open door. 
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INTERIOR OF THE MANSION, NIGHT 

This is a rich bedroom. The finest silks make up the bed, and 
there are a mass of clothes hung across the wardrobe. The room 
has clearly, however, been gone through by someone in a rage - 
it is wrecked. Against one wall is the clearest sign of why - 
a beautiful court mask is nailed to the wall with a dagger, 
and a mannequin dangles from beneath it. 

The window has been broken open. Rushing to it, Silver looks 
out and down upon the maze. There is movement in the open 
courtyard, visible about a hundred meters away. 

Silver drops down, his clothing shifting as he does so back to 
his Romantic persona. 

THE MAZE, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

We are in Silver's POV as we smash through a hedge into the 
courtyard. It is as before, with one horrible addition. Tied 
to the statue of Athena, mirroring her pose, is Elenor, half- 
naked and horribly cut across body and face. 

Jack stands next to her, evidently expecting Silver. 

JACK 

(sibilant) Can't a young couple ever be alone? 

Silver closes the distance with Jack quickly, trying to move 
himself between Jack and the girl. 

SILVER 

(Somewhat distracted as he moves to block Jack) 

Consider me an angry neighbour. 

(He stops moving) 

For God's sake. Jack, you don't want this. 

Please, come with me. Whatever they did to you, 

Pelles can find a way to cure it. 


JACK 

Cured? My love's the one that will be cured now. 
Cured with salt, deep in her wounds in the Breach 
Street cellars. 


SILVER 
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(Obviously struck a nerve) They will not take her. 
Jack. Nor will you. Get away from her. 

Jack HISSES. 


SILVER 

If I must, then I will kill you. 

JACK 


Will you, old friend? 

Jack smiles- somewhere between a smile and a snarl- and 
reaches forward. A razor, glowing red hot, appears in his 
hand. He flicks his wrist- the razor extends into a blade 
about three feet long. 


JACK 


Can you? 

He reaches down, and single-handed picks up a massive stone 
bust, then throws it at Silver in a single motion, and 
attacks. 

Silver dodges, and they fight - Silver initially shocked by 
the fury and power of the attack, but slowly returning, his 
skill and anger allowing him to beat Jack 

In a few moments, Silver has Jack pushed back against the 
statue, his rapier to Jack's throat. 

SILVER 


Damn it, Jack. 

Silver tenses. Jack smiles. Suddenly, with a flick of a wrist 
he swings his razor upward toward the girl's unprotected 
throat. 

Silver instinctively and desperately dives to catch it, 
stopping it just next to Elenor's throat by driving his rapier 
into the stone. Jack sidesteps him and heads for clear ground. 

JACK 


Good day, old friend. 


SILVER 
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NO! 

Silver dives for Jack as Jack briefly crouches, then propells 
himself in a jump with vastly unnatural force through the air, 
far away across the maze, like a grasshopper. Silver gets 
there far too late. 

Silver looks out across the maze, at the City. 

GIRL 

(looks down through bruises and cuts) 

Do I know you? 

Silver looks up and recognises her. 

SILVER 


What - Elenor? 

He heads across to her, rapidly, and cuts her bonds. She 
collapses into his arms. 


SILVER 

Does Robin know - no, of course not. 

We'll get you out of this place. 

There is a crashing sound at the entrance to the maze. Silver 
looks up, places Elenor down gently, then moves with a 
blurring motion as someone comes through the entrance of the 
maze. The unfortunate guardsman is smashed back against a 
pillar, with Silver's dagger an inch from his throat. 

MASTER OF VESTMENTS 

Please release my man. 

Turning, we see that the Master has arrived at the entrance to 
the square with four guards. Bishop Odo stands a little off to 
one side. 

Silver lets the man go and turns to face the Master in one 
rough-handed motion. 

SILVER 

He's gone. Your troglodytes are too 
late. 


MASTER OF VESTMENTS 
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I know. 

(To the guards) Take the girl. 

They start forward. Silver's sword is suddenly up and pointing 
at their throats. 


SILVER 

(to guards) Do you really want to die? 

MASTER OF VESTMENTS 

Must we start this again? The old man, 
as you call him, has instructed you 
and agreed with this. 

Obey your leader, or become a outlaw 
even amongst outlaws. 

Silver continues to glare at him. 

MASTER OF VESTMENTS 

She will come to little harm. 

Silver continues to glare. 


ELENOR 


Sir? 


SILVER 

(to himself) Damn you, Achelli. 

Silver slowly lowers his sword, then starts to walk forward. 

ELENOR 

Si? Please don't leave me. 

Silver walks forward, quicker and quicker, leaving the scnee 
behind. 

By the time he exits the maze he is walking at a furious pace. 
He is clearly murderously angry. 

There is a servant nearby with a lamp. Directly above us, we 
can see the broken window leading into the Master's rooms. 



Silver turns, takes the lamp, and hurls it up into the 
Master's quarters. Fire blooms out of the windows, 
illuminating Silver as he leaves the scene. 
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CUE TITLE SEQUENCE. 

Several days pass, seen in compressed time. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

We're outside a huge, imposing, pillared building - the 
College of Chirurgeons, a sign informs us. ROWAN - small, 
lightly built, female, in a loose skirt and a jacket too large 
for her, with a sword at her belt - is hiding in the shadows 
at the corner of the building. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, EXTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

A horrible, twisted vision of the top of the steps to the 
College. Normal people are surrounded by monsters, who all 
look down at us curiously. The scene skips and shifts. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, INTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Now Rowan sits in a huge, drafty lecture room, listening to a 
lecturer gesture at a corpse lying on a table in front of him. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, EXTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Now we're looking at Rowan, lying on the floor at the top of 
the steps, convulsing repeatedly. People move around her 
nervously. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

Back to Rowan in the shadows. She's angry, tight-lipped, 
trying not to think about it. She takes a couple of light 
paces up the steps, then back into the shadows. 

CUT again. Back to the Hellish image, then back to Rowan 
convulsing. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, INTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Now she's walking into that same lecture hall, nervously. A 
couple of men, DEAN CHARING and DEAN BENNETT - older, 
responsible-looking men, lecturers or similar - are waiting 
for her on the stage. A last couple of students exit past her. 

DEAN CHARING 


Come in, Miss Carson. 
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CUT again. Now she's downstairs in her crowded flat, all 
abandoned books, musical instruments, and cold cups of tea. 

She's trying to read a medical textbook - abruptly she throws 
it aside in anger. 

CUT again. We're back in the huge lecture hall. Rowan slowly 
approaches the table. There is a seat beside it. 

DEAN BENETT 

(Shocked, aside) What is she wearing? 

DEAN CHARING 

(aside) Under the circumstances, does it matter? 

Rowan starts to speak, then stops. She looks very unsure of 
herself. She does not, however, sit down. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

A couple of people pass by the College, and Rowan shrinks back 
into the shadows. 

THE CITY, EXTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Now Rowan's at a street cafe, outside, arguing with a couple 
of other students (she is the only one who doesn't have her 
back to us. The same textbook lies on the table. She looks 
happy. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, INTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Back to the lecture hall. 

Dean 1 looks annoyed, and stands up again. 

DEAN CHARING 

We have, as you know, felt charitably moved, in the 
recent past, to allow you to pursue interests that would 
generally be considered improper for someone of your, er- 

DEAN BENETT 


Gender. 
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DEAN CHARING 

However, even given the College's gratitude to your 
father, it was understood that these privileges would be 
maintained only whilst it seemed appropriate so to do. 

ROWAN 

I work as well as anyone here! I'm managing to keep 
up with everyone else, even when I'm ill - 

(She realises she's made a mistake mentioning that) 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

Rowan's face is creased in anger, remembering this. The 
passers- by are heading up the steps, talking- a man and 
a woman. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, INTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

DEAN CHARING 

(Reasonably gently) And that is what has been the 
warning flag to us of the effects of this unwomanly 
study. 


DEAN BENETT 

Clearly, the stresses of your study are placing you 
in danger of a hysterical collapse. 

(clearly very pleased with himself) By our oaths as 
doctors we cannot let you continue to damage 
yourself. 


ROWAN 


What do you mean? 


DEAN CHARING 

(Still trying to be nice) You are - 

DEAN BENETT 

(Cutting over him) Expelled. 

ROWAN 


What? 
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COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, EXTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Rowan convulsing on the floor, again. 

BYSTANDER 

(Disgusted) She's soiled herself! 

Cut to another shot of the monsters - the nobleman who said 
that is a horrible, twisted fiend. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, INTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

DEAN BENETT 

We have allowed you to continue in this fancy out of 
respect for your father, but the great art of 
medicine is a study simply not suitable for a 
woman's constitution. 


DEAN CHARING 

(evidently thinks he's being comforting) 

It is natural enough that you should admire the 
endeavours of men, and possibly even that you should 
try to emulate them. 

It is no reflection on your character that, as your 
fits have shown, you do not have the mental 
faculties necessary so to do. 

ROWAN'S LOFT, INTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

She is standing in front of the mirror, clad in a shift, 
looking at herself, despairingly. 

ROWAN 

Why are you doing this to me? 

Her reflection doesn't answer. 

ROWAN 

(clasps her wrist in her hand and holds it up, looking at 

it) 

Why can't I rely on my own body? 


COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, INTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 
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DEAN BENETT 

Deliver your texts to the porter, please. 

(to the other Dean) I will go over them, to assure 
that they are in order. 

The Deans turn to each other, and start talking in quieter 
voices. Evidently Rowan is dismissed. 

Rowan sits there for a moment - evidently totally crushed. 
Finally, 


ROWAN 

Thank you, sir. 


She gets up and leaves. 

ROWAN'S ROOF, EXTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Rowan is standing up on a flat roof, furiously attacking a 
target with a smallsword. 


ROWAN 

Thank you, sir! Thank you, sir! Thank you, sir! 

On the last "sir", she lunges so hard and far into her target 
that she bends the smallsword nearly double and cracks the 
brick behind the target. There is a screeching noise and the 
sword flicks up from the brick, knocking itself out of her 
hand. 

Rowan looks forlorn at the sword lying on the roof, now 
slightly bent. 

DEANS' OFFICE, INTERIOR, EVENING (FLASHBACK) 

Rowan talking to the Deans again - clearly some time ago. 

ROWAN 


I will be a surgeon. 

ROWAN'S LOFT, INTERIOR, DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Rowan sitting in her shift, staring at the mirror defiantly, 
tear-stained. 


ROWAN 
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I will be a surgeon. 

COLLEGE OF CHIRURGEONS, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

A young couple are standing on the steps, the man trying to 
persuade the woman to come into the darkened college, the 
woman evidently less keen. 


WOMAN 

But there's just old bones and cut-up bodies in 
there! Let's go somewhere warm. 

We pan past the couple to reveal Rowan again. 

ROWAN 

(muttered) I will be a surgeon, even if I have to 
train after breaking in. If you people ever choose 
somewhere to swive. 

The man half-bows. He's wearing a top hat and may be starting 
to look very familiar around now. 

JACK 

Oh, my love, there's beauties to be seen in there, 
things marvellous and strange. 

The woman wavers, and looks like she's going to go in. 

WOMAN 

(Suddenly stops) Well, I think it sounds perfectly 
horrible. 

(Jack and Rowan's expressions mirror each other perfectly) 

(Simpers) But when you use such pretty words, how 
can I say no? 


ROWAN 


Thank the Bull for that. 


JACK 

(As he escorts her inside) My love, you will see 
things you will not believe. 

The two disappear inside, and we hear Jack greet the guards. 
After a moment more. Rowan follows them, sneaking up to the 
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doorway. She looks at the wide open doorway for a moment - we 
can just see a guard inside - there's a bitter twist to her 
mouth for a moment - and then she sets her foot where the 
column meets the wall, and starts to climb toward the roof. 


COLLEGE OF CHIRRURGEONS, NEAR THE DEAN'S OFFICE, INTERIOR, 
NIGHT. 

We're inside now - it's very dark, and long shadows lie 
everywhere. We're on a landing atop a long staircase, coming 
from another interior area - the entire place looks rich but 
dusty, like an old university should look. 

There's a faint scraping sound, then a thud, as Rowan lands 
lightly on the carpet from the skylight. She takes two quick 
steps toward the bannister, breathing a little heavily, and 
looks around. 

We see a brass sign on the wall - "FACULTY OFFICES." 

A door opens underneath the landing on which she stands, and 
light floods out - voices with it, and shadows of several men. 

DEAN CHARING 

-nothing out of the ordinary here, your Excellence. 

Of course, we've all heard about the murders, but 
they's not touched the College, by the grace of the 
Bull. 

Rowan goes to ground behind the bannisters, which fortunately 
have a solid bottom. As a result, we can't see anything of the 
speakers. 


BISHOP 0D0 

In His blood we find our salvation. 

DEAN BENNETT 

I'm sure this "Jack" is a common butcher - a yellow 
devil, perhaps. 

MASTER OF VESTMENTS 


I've heard many men claim to have "nothing", Dean 
Charing. Yet when I go to look for "nothing", I very 
rarely find it. 
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DEAN CHARING 

(sounding panicked) We aren't leaving anything out, 
sir, not that I can think of! 

BISHOP 0D0 

(clearly the peacemaker, and also sounding somewhat 
hasty) Good Deans, good Master! Perhaps there have 
been events within the College the Deans didn't 
believe important enough to trouble us? 

(To the Deans) I assure you, we are interested even 
in your minutae. 

Rowan makes a sour face at their standing underneath her 
balcony, and begins to move, slowly, to crawl off along the 
landing. 


DEAN CHARING 

(also sounding like he's rapidly trying to placate 
the visitors) 

Well, indeed, of course there is always something 
happening. 

The group begins moving off. A door creaks. 

DEAN CHARING 

Why, for example, there was the matter with the girl 
who wished to be a surgeon - 

The door closes, cutting off the rest of that speech. 

Rowan hesitates a moment, thinking about it. She wants to hear 
what they're saying about her. She stands up and runs forward 
toward the door from which they presumably exited. 

She opens the door in time to catch the last of the party - a 
heavy-set guard - disappearing into a side room. She flattens 
herself against the wall to avoid him seeing her. 

DEAN CHARING 

- father will see the right of it, but - 

She sneaks through, and down below the door, which has a lone 
keyhole. She puts her ear to it. 


DEAN BENNETT 
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The effect on the choler of my students was simply 
disasterous - the girl's effrontery has quite - 

MASTER OF VESTMENTS 


A trap. 


DEAN BENNETT 

Aye, it was - a trap for young minds - 

MASTER OF VESTMENTS 


Be quiet. 

Bennett falls falteringly silent. 

ROWAN 

(To herself) 

What? Bennett's taking that? 

MASTER 

"Springheeled Jack" would hate this building. The 
multiple floors, the lack of windows. 

Rowan puts her eye to the keyhole to take a look. 

We start to look around. We can see five or six heavy-set 
guards with swords, a serving lad, and the two Deans. 

Yet, if he is a renegade from your profession, he 
will return here to sniff at his droppings. 

We see a tall, thin man painting or sketching at an easle - 
the Bishop. 

And now we move around to see a young, very well-dressed man, 
with a diminutive stature and piercing eyes. 

MASTER 

( pauses a second to appreciate the silence when he 
talks) We can use this place as a trap for our Jack. 

And, as that last sentence is said, the scene starts to 
flicker, like it is lit by a misbehaving florescent light, in 
between, what we're seeing is something dark, greenly lit, 
horrible - 
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Rowan's looking suddenly panicked. Her hands go to her face, 
trying to hold the muscles that start twitching in place. 

AND NOW we see it clearly. The servant is a man, but no 
others. 

The Deans are bloated humanlike figures, hung about with 
hideous instruments of torture. In place of the guards are 
twisted, hideous creatures, like men who have been broken by 
some torture - limbs dragging, spikes of broken bone, spines 
too long or short. In place of the Bishop is a creature more 
horrible yet, covered in wounds, with a massive head and an 
endlessly chewing, bloodied mouth. 

And in place of the Master is a pit of darkness in man's 
shape, within which horrible things lurk and stir. 

Rowan rocks back on her heels, terrified - then her mouth 
starts moving beyond her control, her eyes become more 
terrified yet, and she collapses backward, evidently having a 
fit. 


MASTER 

To cover all possibilities, perhaps we should have 
Bennett stand by a chopping block - 

Suddenly, inside, chaos breaks out - cutting to the keyhole, 
we see that the room has changed back to normal, but two of 
the guards have stayed as they are. 

The Bishop and the Master exchange a brief unafraid glance, 
evidently knowing full well what these things are - and then 
the Bishop backs away rapidly. 


0D0 

By the Tree, what are they? 

the Master takes a step back and draws his sword. 

Rowan is now collapsed on the floor, heels drumming, eyes 
looking terrifiedly toward the door. She is making quite a bit 
of noise, but the noise from the other room covers it. 

Inside, the four remaining "human" guards turn on the two 
monsterous ones. The monsters disable one guard before the 
remainder of the guards take one down, and the Master neatly 
spits the other one, which collapses. 
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Rowan, outside, finally manages to stop convulsing, and with 
an obvious effort forces herself to be still. She starts to 
gather herself up. 

Inside, it all goes quiet. The Master turns to the servant. 

MASTER 

You will never speak of this. Do you understand? 

He nods, terrified. 


DEAN CHARING 


What just happened - 

Outside, Rowan has almost finished getting up - suddenly, her 
leg twitches violently, and her hand slaps loudly against the 
wall. 


MASTER 

What was that? (To the guards) Out there! 

The guards go for the doorway. Outside, Rowan turns, panicked, 
and runs down the corridor. 

The guards just catch sight of her as she heads down the 
corridor, and, shouting "Down there!" give chase. 

VARIOUS CORRIDORS IN THE COLLEGE, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

Rowan flees down the corridors, turning right, then left, with 
the guards constantly on her heels. She turns again, down some 
stairs, runs in through double doors, slams them - 

Facing her, hanging in a position reminiscent of Da Vinci's 
anatomical drawings, is the young girl we saw on the steps. 
She's hung high from the operating room's celing by her own 
entrails, flowing from an eviscerated body cavity - written on 
the white tile in blood and guts are words. 

WORDS 


They lied! 

Rowan screams in even more earnest, and totally panicked now 
runs again from the room. 

She takes a turning - left, then right, then left - more 
guards, coming up the corridor, shouting at her - turns and 
flees again - right, up stairs, down, out toward the main 
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entrance - past very dead and eviscerated guards, spread 
around the walls - out toward the main entrance - she gets 
into the main hall, where a dozen guards are turning, not 
toward her, but toward the main entrance - 


There is a rapid percussive sound, shaking the building 
itself, then PELLES, a figure in full Gothic plate, wielding a 
two-handed sword, bursts through into the main chamber. The 
guards try to stop it, but it pushes through a dozen figures - 
Rowan screams and runs again. She is coming down a corridor 
with a stairway running up it, when she sees another six or 
seven guards in a battle with ACHELLI, an older, scarred man 
with a bloody sword. As she runs toward them, the man kicks 
out the leg of one, takes another through the arm and knocks a 
third down - he notices Rowan as she screams and runs up the 
staircase - another few guards come running out of a side 
passage, engaging the figure - 


And now she's running up, and up, and up, until 
skylight, flinging it open and leaping up, onto 
and obstacle-filled roof, over to a set of huge 
where she hides - 


she gets to a 
the crinkled 
chimneys, 


THE COLLEGE ROOF, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

And there she hides for a moment, whilst the sounds of pursuit 
die down and she begins to breath normally again. 

Below, three GUARDS wait in the alley she overlooks. They are 
lazy and solvenly, but look dangerous. The rest of the alley 
is empty, fog starting to come in. 

A flash of white rounds the corner of the street - a man, 
alone, wearing a white shirt, sword and dagger in sheaths. 
Silver. He walks toward the group of guards, clearly with the 
intention of getting in. 

The guards straighten up. 


GUARD 1 


Stop right there. 


SILVER 


(not breaking stride) 

No. 

Something changes in the guards' faces. At a nod from their 
leader, they all attack Silver, en masse- obviously practised 
and skilled at this. 
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Silver moves in a single balletic movement. He ends up 
standing behind the three guards as they keel over, wounded in 
chest, throat and eyesocket respectively. 

Rowan gasps. It's impossible that he could have heard her over 
such a distance, but Silver pauses from his walk to the door, 
and suddenly looks up, right into her eyes. There is a sudden 
sense of a connection, steel-hard. 

Silver moves toward the wall, leaping up it, impossibly, as 
before. Rowan turns and runs across the roof, heading toward a 
massive glass dome. She gets about fifteen paces, sword drawn, 
when Silver lands in front of her. 

Silver has his sword drawn, but as soon as he sees Rowan the 
point goes down. The same is not true of Rowan, who holds her 
smallsword, shaking slightly, pointed at Silver's heart. 

SILVER 

You're not whom I'd expected. 

ROWAN 

(takes a half-step forward) 

Get back! 


SILVER 

(Faintly amused) Very commanding. 

(he steps back) Don't hurt me. 

He smoothly moves back a dozen paces, toward the dome. 

SILVER 

(whilst moving) 

This isn't a safe place to be tonight. 

ROWAN 

Madmen with swords, I'd heard. 

SILVER 

(Half-smiles) 


Sharp ears. 
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(suddenly stops moving) 

That's far enough. 

I'm afraid I have to insist you accompany me. 

He lowers his blade. 

I don't intend - 

He beats her blade out of the way, binds, disarms her and puts 
her arm in a lock, pinning her from behind. 

SILVER 

- to see another woman killed, no matter how 
valiant. 

Rowan struggles. 

Stubborn, aren't you? 

Rowan is clearly panicking. He holds her fairly easily - she 
struggles furiously. She screams "Help!". 

SILVER 

No-one around to help you right now. You've heard, I 
assume, of Springheel Jack - 

Rowan has a moment of total panic at the name. 

Then, we're looking into her eyes. Sound dims. We're seeing 
the figures from the books in her room - knights, highwaymen, 
heroes, poets. We're seeing battlefields and court balls, 
sword duels atop roofs and pistols firing amongst the cavalry. 
We're seeing her vision of heroes. 

We look at Rowan again. She has changed totally - now she 
wears black and red, a tight corset and freeing tan leggings, 
and there is shadow in her eyes. 

Moving suddenly with the oilslick grace and speed we saw 
Silver display a moment ago, she kicks Silver in the shins. He 
winces, and steps back slightly, a little off-balance. Her 
foot moves, and her hand, and her shoulder as her balance 
lowers - a movement that seems to require no effort. And 
Silver is knocked off her suddenly, totally off-balance and 
flailing his arms at the edge of the glass dome - 

SILVER 


What the he- 
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And smashing through it and down. 

Rowan, totally baffled at what just happened, takes one look 
around her and flees across the roof. She leaps down, down and 
down to a low, wide shed. 

Where a figure unfurls itself from the shadows. 

JACK 

I haven't seen John so upset since the last time a 
woman refused him a dance. 

Rowan is trapped against the wall she just leaped down. 

JACK 

But I would much prefer to dance with you, my love. 

He closes in. 

THE DEANS' STUDY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

CUT TO the study where we recently left the Bishop and the 
"Master". The place is lit now both by lanterns and the light 
of a fire burning deeper in the building, and the sounds of 
battle echo. 


MASTER OF VESTMENTS 

It seems we have been forstalled. Jack has left, and 
now we are assaulted by his companions - 
Steelwights. 


DEAN CHARING 


By the Bull... 

The good Dean seems close to fainting. 

MASTER 

I will lead you to an exit. Now. Else, they will 
spill your brains for their Revolution, and put your 
knowledge to the sword. 

The Bishop hesitates, then heads to an exit with them. 

BISHOP ODO 


(Undertone) 
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'Tis as if he knew their very minds. 

ROAD BY THE COLLEGE, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

Rowan is backing across the road, cut across the face and the 
body, hair dishevelled and looking terrified. 

Jack strides unhurriedly after her, backing her up into a 
wall. He doesn't even have his razor out. 

JACK 

I found her in the Low Gardens- she shivered with 
cold. 

I can see her still. She bared herself fiercely in 
the moonlight, my love. 

Rowan tries to dive and run past him, but he's suddenly there. 

JACK 

And blithe my girl was too, my love, hanging on the 
Mendicant Tower. We could see all the way to the 
Lake of Sighs, but even at the end her eyes were 
only for me. 

He is backing her rapidly up against the wall. 

JACK 

None of them would make the lies go away. But you, 
my love, so open, so clear you are. 

I'll open up your cuts, my love, for all the world 
to see. 

He shucks his coat at last, and we see the full ruin of his 
chest, the bloody sack of meat hanging below the broken bones, 
the recurved limbs and the hairs dripping fluid, and he 
reaches out his razor. 

He caresses Rowan's face. He raises the razor. Rowan's heart - 
or something - is thumping rapidly. We suddenly realise that 
that's not her heart, that's - 

A lance punches him in the shoulder, driven by three tons of 
charging horseflesh and metal, the figure at the reins the 
armoured warrior we saw in the College. Jack is thrown bodily 
down and across the road, fourty or fifty feet. He gets up 
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from it, a broken lance in his shoulder. A red-hot razor draws 
itself in his hand, and he goes forward. 

Rowan runs for it as the figure on horseback comes back in for 
another devestating charge. Jack suddenly drops and springs, 
heading for the rooftops, leaping like a grasshopper a hundred 
feet in the air, then dropping to the roofs, running to above 
Rowan. 

The figure on horseback turns. Charges. But now, the armoured 
figure is standing atop his mount, then leaping off, slamming 
into a wall feet-first with the sound of breaking masonry, and 
impossibly running up the side of the wall to cut Jack off, 
wielding mace and shield. 


PELLES 

You'll not touch the girl whilst I live. 
They clash, a whirl of blows and parries. 

JACK 


If you - 

Suddenly, Jack screams, shockingly loud, and fire pours from 
his mouth. Pelles raises his shield and crouches- Jack leaps 
up and kicks him full-force, backward off the roof. Pelles 
plummets to the ground near the T-junction of the road, one 
way going toward an entrance to the College, the other out 
into the City, and lands with a bone-crunching crash. 

JACK 

- insist. 

Suddenly eight or ten GUARDSMAN AND SOLDIERS pour out of the 
College, The closest target to them is Pelles. 

OFFICER 

(Leading from the rear) 

Kill the seditionists! 

Rowan's at the end of the alley, past Pelles - the mass of 
soldiers don't seem to have seen her, and she's got a clear 
run into the City. Pelles is down, struggling up, but clearly 
hurt. 



Page 33 


SOLDIER 

(raising his musket) 
One of them's down! 


ROWAN 

(watching) 

(sounds like she's trying to convince herself) 

What could I do? 

She stands there for a fraction of a second, watching the 
situation - an emotion that might be regret passes over her 
face. Then she starts walking, faster and faster, toward the 
no longer hurrying soldiers, coming up to surround the downed 
Pelles. 

We see her eyes - and then, again, the images of heroism flash 
across her face, and her appearance changes. 

Jack looks down at Rowan, obviously preparing to leap. 
Suddenly, the older, scarred man we saw before appears from 
behind a roofstack, moving with a deadly lightness like 
Silver, a vicious-looking military backsword in his grasp, 
threatening Jack. 


ACHELLI 

You look out of breath, Jack. 

Jack freezes for a moment. From his POV, across the road, we 
see another flash of white - INFAMOUS ROBIN, a man clad in a 
loose white shirt, cloak, or something similar is carefully 
setting himself down with a pistol, clearly pointed in Jack's 
direction. 

Achelli grins, nastily, and takes a step forward, into combat 
range with Jack. 

Jack looks back at Achelli. Another moment passes. 

Then, everything happens at once, as Jack turns and leaps 
away, Achelli attacks, and a shot rings out. We freeze for a 
moment in the middle of the movement, and then the shot carves 
itself across Jack's back as Jack parries Achelli's blow, and 
a blurring, slowing, superhuman fight erupts. . 

We cut back to the scene below. A half-circle is closed around 
Pelles. He struggles half-up, swings a mace. The soldiers step 
back, and another clubs him from behind. 
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One of them looks up. A figure is walking toward them - small, 
lithe, with a loose-hanging jacket in the wind, short-cut hair 
for a woman, and a smallsword in her hand. It's clearly Rowan, 
but she looks different - much more dangerous. The shadows 
move differently on her. 


ROWAN 

(She's clearly not exaggerating or threatening here) 
Touch him and I will kill you. 

The soldiers look up, uncertain. The sergeant grins. 

SERGEANT 

Who let you out looking like that? 

Two of them reach for her, also grinning. The first one 
gets a smallsword in the groin - she didn't have it a 
moment ago. The other one she shoots in the face with a 
pistol. 


ROWAN 

(coming closer still, her voice deadly) 

Don't you understand me? 

The rest of the soldiers look at each other. They start to 
circle, drawing sabers. 

Back to Achelli and Jack. More pistol balls lance through the 
air as the two fight. Achelli binds Jack's blade and forces 
him to the edge of the roof. The figure on the other side 
lowers his pistol for a shot at Jack's head. Jack looks 
behind, scared, then suddenly leaps straight up as the pistol 
fires. He lands a dozen feet away, leaping again - away - as 
Achelli turns to follow. 

Back to Rowan. The soldiers advance. 

One attacks, and collapses with a sword through his eye. 
Another, and his throat is opened, and the man with him has 
his face blasted off by a pistol taken from an earlier 
attacker. She's still coming. Another suddenly screams and 
runs forward - he virtually spits himself. 


The rest of the soldiers break and flee. 



Page 35 


Rowan stands and watches them go. As she does so, the 
smallsword, the pistol and the mask all fade from her. She 
suddenly looks horrified and confused. 

Pelles gets himself up, slowly - he towers over her. 

PELLES 


Milady, are you well? 
Rowan is mute. 


PELLES 


I am your servant. 

Achelli drops the fifty feet from the rooftop, casually, 
landing beside the group. 


ACHELLI 


All well? 


PELLES 

I'll survive, thanks to milady. Jack? 

ACHELLI 

Bastard leaped away. You have no idea how tired I'm 
getting of that. 

The delicate-looking figure in the loose white shirt finishes 
carefully climbing down the side of the building. He carries a 
profusion of pistols. 


INFAMOUS ROBIN 

My shots winged him, I think, but I fear little 
more. 

He drops - or maybe falls - the last few feet. 

Marble may reflect the splendor of Greece, but it 
makes climbing unduly dangerous. 

ACHELLI 


You're unhurt? 


INFAMOUS ROBIN 


I'm unapproached, not to say untouched. 
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ROWAN 


(coming to) 

Who are you people? 


ACHELLI 


The Steelwights. 

Rowan looks scared, and starts to back away. 

PELLES 

We're not killers or revolutionaries, no matter what 
the church or the state tell you. 

We may be the only things that protect this city. 

Rowan stops backing away at Pelles' entreaty. 

ACHELLI 

He's good at that, ain't he? 

I saw what you did, down there. My name is Achelli. 

The white lace there is Robin, and that's Pelles in 
the ironwork. 

Robin, examining the captain's pistol, smiles slightly, 
sardonic and detached. Pelles removes his helm. 

Achelli looks over his shoulder. 

ACHELLI 

And then there's - 

Silver appears behind the group. He looks both dissheveled and 
irritated (not to say somewhat cut), and still has bits of 
broken glass on his shirt. 


SILVER 


We've met. Silver. 

Do you intensely dislike glassworkers? 

Rowan's sword point comes up again. She steps back. Silver 
quirks an eyebrow at her. 
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ROWAN 

The design was vulgar, (to Pelles) He attacked me. 

SILVER 

(brushing glass out of his hair) Heaven save us from 
critics. 

The sound of horns blowing in the distance becomes very 
audible. 


ACHELLI 

We've not got time for this. Everyone move. (To 
Rowan) You'd better come along with us. 

Rowan stand back, again, not looking willing to move. 

Pelles catches the reins of his horse. 


PELLES 

You will be safer with us, now. 

Robin shakes his head and drops the pistol, as the Steelwights 
head up onto the roofs again. Pelles hands Rowan up onto his 
steed, and she, still confused, allows herself to be carried 
off into the City. 

THE STEELWIGHT SALLE, INTERIOR, NIGHT. 

A large salle area, once a basement, open and surrounded at 
the top by a wide balcony, from which doors lead off. One of 
them, at the top of the stairs and by a wide landing, opens, 
showing a narrow, foggy street Pelles' horse standing in it. 

From there the Steelwights emerge - Robin, Pelles, Silver, 
Achelli and lastly Rowan. Rowan suddenly stops at the (rather 
sinister-looking) entrance. 


ROWAN 

No! I'm not following you people in there! 

Who are you really? What were you doing at the 
College? Why did you hurt all those people? 

ACHELLI 


(calmly) 
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The door's letting the cold in, lass. 

He moves around and tries to shut the door behind her. She 
steps back, snarling at him. 


ROWAN 

I'm looking for answers, not housekeeping tips! 

ACHELLI 

(Sighs, relaxes against the door) 

We were at the College of Chirurgeons hunting the 
creature called "Springheel Jack". But whilst we 
were fighting our way in, he was already out. Where 
he met you. 


ROWAN 

Hunting Springheel Jack? Why would you want to do 
that, sir? Isn't he's one of your own? 

Silver, watching this, growls under his breath. 

ACHELLI 

What's your name, lass? 


Rowan. 


ROWAN 


ACHELLI 

Well, Rowan, don't believe everything you hear on a 
streetcorner. 

We may have to be killers, but we're not murderers. 
Not for a long time now. 

This city is cursed. And we're the things that stand 
against - 

SILVER 


(breaking in) 


What the hell are you doing? 
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ACHELLI 

I didn't ask you to interrupt, my lad. 

SILVER 

I'm not your "lad". But I am impressed at your 
sudden descent to puppy love. 

ACHELLI 


What are you saying? 

Rowan looks like she's about to interject, then caution 
gets the better of her and she watches Silver cautiously. 

SILVER 

(To Rowan, over Achelli) Normally, you see, our 
glorious leader would prefer you were screaming in a 
Breach Street cell round about now. 

(To Achelli) Or were you intending to fill her in on 
our mission and our true names then send her to the 
torturers ? 


ACHELLI 


(Clearly furious) 

Are you finished? 

SILVER 

Finished? I assure you, I've barely even started. 

But first, we should thank our unwilling guest, hope 
she has had a pleasant little adventure, and get her 
well away from - 

Silver has started moving toward Rowan. Rowan, in turn, has 
moved into a defensive stance against Silver. Achelli is 
starting to move in, hand on sword hilt. 

PELLES 

She's a Steelwight, Silver. 

Silver stops suddenly. 


SILVER and ROWAN 


What? Rubbish! 
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They look at each other momentarily. 

PELLES 

She saved me from the guards. 

SILVER 


That doesn't mean - 


PELLES 

Eight guards, in single combat. Wielding a sword and 
a pistol she did not have a moment before. 

ROBIN 

How did she throw you through that glass roof, John? 

SILVER 

(Pause, fighting for a retort) 

Very well. She can put on the Mask. 

(To Rowan) And so you are saved, for you are useful 
to us . 

Be flattered. It's not many people our valorous 
leader allows to get in the way of his bootlicking. 

(at the same time) ACHELLI 

You have no idea why I work with those - 

(at the same time) ROWAN 

I'11 not be a trophy for either of- 

SILVER 

(Whip-quick, to Achelli) 

I know you'd kill a thousand men to be called 
humane. 

Achelli grabs Silver's jacket. Silver and Achelli's hands both 
go to knives. 


ROBIN 


(Quick and carrying, still sounding detached) 
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Ten shillings on the older one. 

Two faces turn to look at him. 

Is there any chance this can wait until I can book a 
pit? There's money to be made. 

The two men stop what they are doing, stepping back. Both are 
red-faced. 


SILVER 

Thinking of setting up a cock-fight? 

ROBIN 

Well, if certain ladies are to be believed, you've 
got a mighty spur. 

Silver looks threatening again - at Robin. Robin doesn't 
appear to notice. 


ACHELLI 

Try to stop the pup (looking at Silver) from fouling 
the rugs. 

(To Rowan, who has by now stepped through the door 
whilst shouting) 

Welcome in. 

He leaves by the front door, slamming it. 

SILVER 

( To the group) I feel the unaccountable need of air 
less sullied by leadership. 

(sardonic, to Rowan) My lady. 

He leaves, deeper into the salle. 

There is a pause. 


ROBIN 

(to Rowan) The cold air is refreshingly Spartan, but 
I feel a Sophist period coming on. You'd be welcome 
to join us somewhere warmer, should you wish. 
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ROWAN 

(Still angry) I'd have thought philosophy was a 
little sophisticated for this company, sir. 

Given you can hardly organise to enter your own 
hiding-place. 


ROBIN 

The Steelwight Mask gives great gifts, but amongst 
them, I have noted, is rarely an even temper. 

Robin leads the remaining group - Pelles still removing 
armour, slowly - to a door at the far end of the balcony. 

ROBIN 

So you are a Steelwight. My sympathies to you. I 
have never decided for certain whether the 
Steelwights are born to or choose their calling, 
deep in their souls, but it is an onerous gift. 

But, once taken up, they have a chalice which cannot 
be put down. 


PELLES 

We have a chalice, you mean. 

ROBIN 


That too. 

THE STEELWIGHTS' STUDY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

They get into the study. It's large, wood-panelled, and 
contains a roaring fire. 

ROWAN 

I'm not one of you. 


ROBIN 


You are. 

It seems that we are meant to be heroes, pushed into 
it like a baby pushed from the womb. 

Steelwights are marked out - and - 
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ROWAN 

Rubbish - show me this "mark"! 

ROBIN 

How did you defeat ten men, again? 

You wore the Mask. I saw it on you. 

PELLES 

The City is cursed, as Achelli has said. 

It hides monsters, dreadful creatures which feed on 
pain. We are here to stop them. 

ROWAN 

That - thing - what you called Jack Springheel - 

ROBIN 


Aye, poor Jack. 


PELLES 

(colder) Jack is one of those horrors now. 

ROWAN 

And where do things like him come from? 

ROBIN 

"The City, quenched in fire and bile, its threefold 
horrors to display". 

(disparagingly) Something I wrote, once. 

(musing) Hell, the Weft, the underside of the City? 
Perhaps they've always lived here. 

PELLES 

(suddenly hard) What's important is whether you'll 
help to stop them. 


ROWAN 


I don't see how. 
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(Suddenly, to Robin) What did you say you wrote? 

ROBIN 

A poem. A few people found it amusing. 

ROWAN 

Robin. (Pause) Robin Bysshe? (pause) That was from 
the "Odes of Innocence", wasn't it? It was reprinted 
last month! 


ROBIN 

Was it? I have rarely kept track. 

He sounds like he's telling the absolute truth. 

ROWAN 

You're Robin Bysshe? Infamous Robin? I - 
She staggers rather. 


ROBIN 

(sardonic) If you wish, I'm sure I can find a ring 
for you to kiss. 

But I note that you remember me, of all things, for 
my poetry. 

ROWAN 

Of course! It's brilliant - Roland in the tower, the 
darkness stretching out from him. I have all your 
work - you, William Ashbless, Lord Silver- 

ROBIN 

(Quite sincerely, and without rancour) I'm 
flattered. I feel that my writing centers on more 
vital things, but most people prefer John's writing. 

ROWAN 


Who? 


ROBIN 
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(indicates out of the room) John. Silver. Tall, 
fair, poor temper, now intimately aquianted with a 
number of pieces of stained glass. 

ROWAN 

John? Silver? John - Lord Silv - Lord John Silv- 

She sits down hard. She seems to be having a little 
trouble with breathing. 


ROBIN 

Lord John Silver is a poet, and a fine one - he'll be 
remembered after I'm dead. 

Silver enters, carrying a tray. 

SILVER 

Lord John Silver is a nobleman, a duellist and a 
member of a group of so-called revolutionaries who 
are all that stands between our City and the 
darkness, for all the pretensions of our 
authorities . 

As an aside, Lord John Silver has also concluded 
that Robin Bysshe is a flatterer, John Silver has 
been a boor, and hence he is carrying several 
glasses and a bottle of extremely fine brandy. 

(to Rowan) I hope you will accept my apology. I 
dislike both our current task and our methods. 


ROWAN 

(looks at the brandy - still annoyed) Is it 
poisoned? 


SILVER 

Spoil this brandy? I think you overestimate your 
worth. 


ROWAN 

(inclines her head) I'm sure lots of foul things are 
true of you, sir, but you're definitely not a bore. 

Why don't you want to hunt Springheeled Jack? 
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SILVER 

(winces slightly) I admire your directness. 

Jack was a Steelwight, before he changed, and 
remains my friend. 

However, it seems that fighting with monsters begat 
a monster, in the end. 

A ROOFTOP ABOVE RICHMAN'S HILL, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

A rooftop, high above the City, near the top of Richman's 
Hill. A figure in a long coat squats on the peak of a roof 
leading down to a wide alley, a Hawksmoor-style spire to his 
left. In the distance, the Third Tower looms menacingly. It is 
dusk. 


JACK 

The first was so tasteless, o my love. She knew 
nothing, she saw nothing, even when we showed it to 
her clear as day. 

His head whips to the left - a different voice. 

JACK 2 

We were misled. It wasn't the one, it was the other. 
The one we found on the roof. 

And back to the right. 


JACK 

The liar and the children, still following his lead. 
Still dancing on his strings like it means 
something. 


JACK 2 


As you would have been. 


JACK 


Shut up! 


JACK 2 

(Calming) Before you learned the truth. Before you 
bathed in the Lake. 
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They've provided us much amusement. Jack. Broken 
swords and empty threats. That was toothsome. Jack. 

JACK 


True . 


JACK 2 

And and soon we'll be with her, the red-haired girl. 

JACK 

The one who sees the truth. 

Jack moans in pleasure. 

Quiet! Here he comes. 

Below, we see Bishop Odo, walking with a bodyguard and a 
servant up the road, briskly. He's heading for the tower at 
the end of the road. 


ODO 

And furthermore. I'll need to dictate a letter to 
Lord Grey. His charitable donations are - 

There's a soft "snick" sound. Odo turns to that, just as Jack 
breathes fire into the face of his bodyguard, then slashes his 
head from his neck. The servant already lies dead. 

ODO 

(Gasps, backs up against the wall. His terror, 
however, seems perhaps a little faked) 

Please - please don't hurt me. 

JACK 

(Maliciously) But surely the Bull will protect you, 
your Grace? 

You were there, with the girl. 

ODO 


What? 


JACK 
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When I had an engagement in the - (almost as if he's 
being fed the words) College of Surgeons. When the 
Steelwights came. When they spoiled your trap. 

0D0 

(Calming a little) Yes, my son, I was, but - 

JACK 

(twitches his head violently, like he's trying to 
shake something from it, then speaks). I was bred in 
the Razor Halls! Not your son! 

0D0 

I fear I saw little. What girl is it you speak of? 

JACK 

The red-headed one. The Steelwight, the one on the 
roof. I saw her unseat Silver. 

0D0 

I'm afraid I know little of the Steelwights, my - 
ah. 

JACK 

(whipcrack fast, aggressive) You lie. I know what 
you are. I know you can find the girl. 

0D0 

(scared now, backing up) What I am? 

JACK 

I was told. I can cut you as well as any other. 

Where is the girl? 

From behind, a voice speaks. 


ACHELLI 

Looking for a priest. Jack? Hope you've come to 
confess your sins. 


JACK 


LIAR! 
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Jack turns in a fury, and Achelli attacks, lightning quick. 
The two exchange a dozen strokes. Jack clearly really hates 
Achelli. 

Jack catches Achelli's sword in a bind, and brings him in 
close. He smiles, opening his mouth to breathe fire in 
Achelli's face. 

Achelli smiles back. That's clearly not what Jack was 
expecting. 

Achelli headbutts Jack in the nose, and as Jack is stunned, 
knees him in the groin. Jack staggers backward as Achelli 
looses his sword from the bind. 

ACHELLI 

The boy still thinks you can be saved. I know 
better. 


JACK 

Because he doesn't know what you kept from him? 

More of the Bishop's bodyguards come sprinting up the road 
from the chapel. Jack looks around and quickly assesses the 
situation. The Bishop is still standing back and watching. 

JACK 


You will pay. 

Achelli readies himself to attack again. Jack launches himself 
skyward, away from the Steelwight. 

ACHELLI 

I knew he was going to do that. 

He turns to the Bishop. 


ACHELLI 

Mark me, Your Grace, I saved you because of what you 
let us do. Otherwise, I'd have left you to him. 

He vanishes upward himself, to the rooftops. 

The Bishop looks after him for a moment, mildly perplexed and 
irritated. A run of blood touches his fine shoes, and he looks 
down and shakes them off, tutting irritably. 
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He picks the torch from his dead guard, and continues down to 
the side of the "church", taking a stairwell which leads 
downward into darkness. 

As he nears the entrance at the bottom, he raises his voice to 
carry. 


ODO 

Jack's abroad this night, I see. 

In theory, he could be useful, if properly 
controlled, but I must concur. 

He's certainly a monster - 

He emerges into a subterranian study, lit by lamps. The Master 
of Vestments waits in a chair for him, guarded by two, now 
obviously hideous, guards. 


ODO 

But I don't think he's our kind of monster. 

AN UPPER-MIDDLE CLASS STREET, EXTERIOR, DUSK 

The street is wide, and well-kept. A carriage draws up, and 
Rowan gets out, pays the driver, and walks briskly toward a 
doorway at the end of the street. There's someone sitting 
outside, drawing - BLAINE, a street artist, it seems. 

ROWAN 

(to herself, fingering a fine glass in her hands) 

Lord John Silver. John. Silver. 


STREET ARTIST 
Fivepennies for a sketch, milady? 

ROWAN 

(stopping) 

I'm no milady, sirrah. 

(she pauses) 

Very well, why not? 
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She fishes five pennies out and hands them to him. 

STREET ARTIST 


(Starting to draw) 

Out with a fine gentleman, milady? Was it him in the 
coach, then? 


ROWAN 

Not that it's any of your business, but no. 

(She smiles) 

He offered, but I paid my own way home. 

STREET ARTIST 

That's a wise thing, milady. Gentlemen of that sort 
can be very bad for a young woman. Ruin their 
reputation, even put you in danger. 

ROWAN 

Sirrah, I hardly asked you to advise me. 

STREET ARTIST 
Just a comment, my lady. 

BLAINE 

Some men will try to pull you into dangerous 
passtimes. About them you'd best decide for 
yourself. 

His accent is getting less common by the moment. 

Some of them, the bad ones - well, you'll know 
what's best when you meet them. After all, (He stops 
drawing and looks piercingly at her) you've got 
sharp eyes too. 

Rowan looks alarmed. He resumes drawing. 

ROWAN 


What did you mean by - 


BLAINE 
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(handing her the sketch) Milady? 

ROWAN 


Sir - 
She gasps. 

The sketch is her, alright - her as we saw her in Steelwight 
garb, mask and pistol. But that's not the most worrying bit. 
The most worrying bit is that behind her is looming up 
Springheeled Jack, razor raised and ready to strike. 

ROWAN 


Sir, what do you - 

The sketches and the bundle of stuff in which he was sitting 
is still there, but there's no-one there. A bundled figure is 
heading rapidly up the street, already a hundred yards away. 

Rowan looks helplessly after him. 

THE BISHOP'S STUDY, INTERIOR. 

The Bishop's study, below the massive spire atop Richman's 
Hill. The camera starts out looking at the spire and glides 
down the stairs until we fetch up in the study. It's well- 
appointed, with oaken furniture and rich mahogany panelling, 
oil lamps on the walls, and the evidence of restrained wealth 
everywhere - of course, no windows. 

Two hideous guards, broken men, stand at the door. Another two 
stand at either side of one of the room's two occupants' side. 
The Master of Vestments is sitting relaxedly in a well-stuffed 
chair. He looks like he is the owner of this place. 

By contrast, the Bishop stands, talking to the Master whilst 
painting something on a canvas, held by an easle, and 
illuminated from behind by a lantern. We can't see what's on 
the canvas as it is turned easle-side toward us. 

We start hearing their voices as we head down the stairs. 

MASTER 

You are sorry for losing our quarry's movements for 
days at a time. Well, good, I'm very encouraged to 
hear that. 
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Being sorry, after all, makes a great difference to 
such a total debacle. 

The guards look scared. 

0D0 

(Still placid, but it looks like he's under a lot of 
strain - fear, by the looks of it.) 

I can do no more than apologise now, my lord, but I 
do not think such a lapse will occur again. 

MASTER 

I'm not sure thinking is something you should be 
allowed to do, "Your Grace". Should I continue to 
indulge you that? 


0D0 

(really starting to show the strain now) 

Jack said something, my lord. Tonight, when I met 
him. 


MASTER 

When he attacked you, and you were rescued. 

0D0 

He was a Steelwight, my lord. 

MASTER 


And you are what? 

(pause. The tension breaks slightly as the Master 
accepts something) 

Inadequate, I suppose. What did he say? 

0D0 

(relieved) It seems that he has taken a fancy to one 
of them, my lord. One of the Steelwights. "The red- 
haired girl", he called her. 

MASTER 


There's no red-headed girl Steelwight. 
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(Glances at the Bishop, whose expression hasn't 
noticably changed) 

Yes, I am sure. Challenge my word. 

0D0 

Never, my lord, of course. Nonetheless, it does seem 
that Jack believes there is one, and is, from the 
look of it, fairly desperate to find her. Perhaps 
you could use that? 


MASTER 

Set a trap, you mean, as a replacement for the one 
you bungled? 

New Steelwights do appear, from time to time. I will 
have this girl delivered over to us. 

0D0 


Your turncoat? 


MASTER 

(mildly) You've been investigating my dealings? 

0D0 

(Hastily) No, no, only what you have told me, my 
Lord. 


MASTER 

Yes, I will call my tame Steelwight. He can meet us 
whilst Porlock wages his miniature war against Jack. 

And once we conclude this, you can return to your 
farming and your temples, and continue to avoid any 
difficult work. 

As always, it has been a fascinating conversation. I 
can find my own way out. Up, isn't it? 

The Master gets up and leaves. 

Odo continues painting calmly until he is gone. Then, his face 
twists into an expression of fury. 


ODO 
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I have been hung where the Bull was slain, my lord, 
and I have ruled in places you have never even seen. 

Capture your bait. Reel her out. Hold tight onto the 
line. 

And then I'll drag you into the water. And my teeth 
will be waiting there, to devour you all - you, your 
slaves, and most of all your Bull-damned 
Steelwights. 

TWO DAYS PASS - visualised by shadows changing across the City 
- the House of Lords, Mendicant's Tower, and so on. 


ROWAN'S LOFT, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

As usual, it's in a total mess, with books, instruments, and 
sheet music - to say nothing of abandoned clothes and cups of 
beverages - scattered around. Rowan is walking back and forth, 
talking to the painting of her mother on the wall. She's 
standing in her shift at the moment. 

ROWAN 

I know, it sounds ridiculous. All of it - well, I 
suppose Springheel Jack is real, but monsters in the 
Deans' Office? Steelwights on the College roof? 

Infamous Robin Bysshe and Lord John Silver are 
actually these heroic Steelwights? Bysshe is a 
consumptive! He can barely get out of bed! 

The camera's eye falls on books of poetry by those two 
authors, lying on the floor. 


ROWAN 

And, of course, I'm a Steelwight too, and they need 
me to fight Springheel Jack. 

It's a child's fantasy. I've never had visions 
before, but the doctors said that it might happen. 

She looks down at the piece of paper she holds in her hand - 
it's a pencil drawing of herself with Springheel Jack looking 
over her shoulder, her in Steelwight garb. 


ROWAN 
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No, I'm just having dreams. Silly girl's dreams. 

Then, John Silver... 

(relieved) Well, I might be daydreaming, but at 
least there's no Steelwights demanding things of me. 

SILVER 

Sitting in an armchair by the window, behind her, looking 
quite comfortable 

Tell me, does your painting ever reply? 

Rowan (much to her embarrasment) squeaks, and jumps six inches 
into the air. She suddenly realises she is standing in her 
underwear in the room with a man, colours, and runs behind a 
screen. 


ROWAN 


Sir! 


SILVER 

It's at that point, I'm told, that medical opinion 
begins to favour chains and drugs. 

ROWAN 

(poking her head above the screen) 

As a trained surgeon I am confident I'm entirely 
sane. 


SILVER 

As a trained fencer I'm confident that all surgeons 
are entirely mad. 

(indicating the painting) Who is she? 

ROWAN 

(pause) My mother. She died when I was eleven. 

I know she's not really there, but - 

SILVER 

I lost my mother a few years ago. My sympathy. 

You look a great deal like her. 
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ROWAN 

People tell me that, but she was much more beautiful 
than I'll ever be. 

SILVER 

I doubt that's possible. 

There's a brief, awkward silence. Silver seems slightly 
startled at his own statement. 

Rowan appears from behind the screen, clad rather more 
decently. 

ROWAN 

So, do you often sneak through ladies' windows? 

SILVER 

Normally only by invitation. 

ROWAN 

You hardly strike me as a vampire. 

SILVER 

(Half-smiles) Indeed. 

ROWAN 

Aren't vampires meant to be charming? 

Silver's smile vanishes. 

A voice speaks from outside - a middle-aged man. 

ROWAN'S FATHER 

My dear? 

Rowan jumps, again, and speaks, sounding intensely guilty. 

ROWAN 

Ah - yes, father. 


ROWAN'S FATHER 
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I was sure I heard voices. 

ROWAN 

Just me, father. Talking to, er - 
(she pauses - obviously difficult) 
ROWAN'S FATHER 


(Hastily) 

Ah, of course. Well. I will be at the 
practise - let Lucy know if you need 
anything. 


ROWAN 

Of course. Father. 

ROWAN'S FATHER 

How are you getting on with your 
studies? 


ROWAN 

(Guilty for a different reason, this 
time - she hasn't told him) 

Urn, perfectly fine, father. 

Rowan looks down. 

A little hard sometimes. 

ROWAN'S FATHER 

You keep at it, my girl. You're worth 
ten times most of those empty-headed 
young men. 

After a moment we hear her father's footsteps heading down the 
stairs. 

There is a soft slithering sound beside Rowan as Silver swings 
back in through the window. Rowan looks up, surprised. 

SILVER 


Hardly the first time I've been in this situation. 
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Rowan gives him a hard look. Silver continues blithely, 
indicating his outfit. 

In the course of my duties. 

I'm afraid as you feared a Steelwight has come to 
make demands of you. The old man's seemingly 
recovered his choler - he claims to have tracked 
Jack to a building in the Auld Quarter. I'm to 
invite you to join us. 


ROWAN 

(Half-turning, stepping away - she's just been 
reminded of the reality of her situation) 

This isn't happening. 

(bitterly) You need a helpless woman to act as bait, 
is that it? 


SILVER 

Who told you you are without help? 

ROWAN 


(getting angry) 

Why? So you can protect me from them? 

SILVER 

No, because I find idiots amusing. 

ROWAN 


(furiously) 

But I am helpless! I can't do anything. I'm too 
fragile. 

She punctuates the end of her sentence by throwing a book hard 
enough to dent plaster. Silver hastily ducks. 

SILVER 

What are you talking about? You're about as fragile 
as this building, and I (he fingers a recent scar) 
can personally attest to th-. 
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ROWAN 

(furious) 

I've no idea how I managed to do that, but I can't - 

SILVER 

(sudden rush of anger - Silver is very charismatic 
at full bore.) 

Would you please stop this? 

You are Steelwight, death in a storm of swords, a 
glimmer of white in this grey land, the hope of 
helpless men and the dream of captives. 

You've vanquished one of the greatest swordsmen in 
the City. You have worn the Mask of Heroes and stood 
alone against a dozen foes. You have faced Jack 
Springheel and lived. 

And you will come, for we need your aid. 

There is a sudden silence. Rowan has gone from shock to anger 
to shock. Silver is breathing heavily. 

Rowan suddenly looks like she's going to cry. 

SILVER 

Oh, hellfire. Jack would have been furious at me if 
he could see me now. 

(more gently) Please, come to the meeting, at least. 

If nothing else, it'll at least show you that you 
can trust your own eyes. 

ROWAN 

(Desperately trying not to cry) I'm perfectly fine. 

The room's just - just a little stuffy. 

SILVER 

I know. I can barely breathe. 

He holds out his hand. 

Will you come and join us? 


ROWAN 
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I - I suppose I will. 

She takes his hand, and they leave. 

A ROOM IN THE STEELWIGHT SAFEHOUSE, INTERIOR, DAY 

There's a large table laid out, with a detailed map on it. The 
rest of the Steelwights stand around one side - Achelli stands 
on the other. 


ACHELLI 

Morning, ladies. And milady. 

We've got a lead on Jack. He's holed up somewhere in 
the Auld Quarter, though I don't know exactly where. 
So we're going to find him. 

Achelli jabs down at the map. 

ACHELLI 

We'll go in two groups - Jack's too dangerous for 
any of us to take on our own. Pelles, Robin, John, 
you've got the streets. If he comes below roof- 
level, I want him spitted on that lance, otherwise, 
shoot him out of the air. Got it? 

PELLES 


Understood. 


ROBIN 


Don't lose me too swift. 

SILVER 


And I? 


ACHELLI 

(sarcastic) Believe me, John, I trust 
you to use your initiative. 

Silver looks irritated. 

Rowan and I'll take the South Side. We'll start on 
Jen's Walk, work northward, come running as soon as 
we see pistol fire. 
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(to Rowan, a little awkward - something's on his 
mind) You alright with rooftop work? 

ROWAN 

I did well enough before. 

ACHELLI 

Good. Close in and strike as fast as possible. 
Remember, he'll outdistance you, so take at least 
two pistols and make sure they're primed. 

PELLES 

I will not - I have a bow, and Robin to make up for 
my lack. 


ACHELLI 

Robin, you comfortable with that? 

Robin nods. 

(Grins) Your funeral. 

I know that some of us've discussed taking Jack in, 
trying to cure him of what has happened. 

(Achelli has his own idea what's going on with Jack, but he's 
not sharing.) 

Whatever it is that happened to him, it's done. We 
can't blame him for what has happened, but Jack 
Springheel is dead - what's left is just a thing, 
riding his body like a horse. 

We owe it to him to stop that. Jack himself would 
have said the same. 


SILVER 

(pause) Aye, likely he would have done. 

ACHELLI 


Alright, any questions? 
No-one else answers. 


We're done. 
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The Steelwights start moving out. Silver moves over to 
Achelli. 

SILVER 

And if we miss him this time? 

ACHELLI 

Don't take any chances, John. We'll catch him. 

Worst case, (he looks away) I'm sure there will be 
other days. 

Silver looks at him oddly, but leaves. Achelli looks at 
himself in the mirror for a moment. His mouth twists, and he 
looks very uncomfortable. Then he goes to find Rowan. 

She's standing in the Salle, watching the busy preparations. 

ACHELLI 

Can you handle a pistol? 

ROWAN 

Handle, yes. Fire, no. 

ACHELLI 

Probably best you don't take one, then, (a little 
forced) Wouldn't want you shooting one of us by 
accident. 

You'll do alright. 

ROWAN 

Thank you. I hope I'm as much help as you seem to 
expect. 

ACHELLI 

(His mouth twists) 

Careful what you wish for, lass. 

ROOFTOPS, EXTERIOR, DUSK 

It's dark, and we're looking at an anonymous house in the Auld 
Quarter. The sound of hoofbeats and a horse rides out of the 
back, along a narrow path - the armoured figure on its back 
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wrapped in a cloak. Along the edge of the roof, two white-clad 
figures keep pace with it, one tall, one short. 

And, a moment later, two more figures, one smaller than the 
other, emerge also from a skylight and head to the South, down 
a steeply sloping series of roofs to the Lake of Sighs. 

We follow them for a little bit, then dart to look down to the 
white-clad figure, coughing delicately in the cold air, and 
looking across the City. 

ROBIN 

(To himself) I woke, and we were sailing on, As in a 
gentle weather. 'Twas night, calm night, the moon 
was high: The dead men stood together. 

Suddenly he looks more alert. 


ROBIN 

(quietly, downward) Awake, gentle knight - something 
wicked, etcetera. 


PELLES 


What? 


ROBIN 

A tension in the air, yet - 

Suddenly the night sky is lit with a huge explosion, in the 
center of the quarter. A massive blast of fire lifts the roof 
off a couple of narrow houses, blindingly flashing into the 
night sky. A massive cloud of smoke begins to gather over the 
scene. 


ROBIN 

I do hate it when I'm right. 

Robin sprints toward the explosion as Pelles heels his horse. 

Out of the conflagration something leaps, backwards, as a 
dozen men pour onto the street below and start firing at it 
with muskets. More pour out onto the roofs and charge toward 
it with sabers drawn. 

FLASHES of Jack, diving into the street. Pelles, heeling his 
massive warhorse into a gallop, through streets of screaming 
people. Robin, running fast and low to the roofs. 
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Jack leaps up, exposing himself to all eyes for a moment - a 
pistol shot cracks out, and he tumbles in midair as it rips 
across his thighs. Even as he's landing, another one misses 
him by inches. He lands, and starts to look around for the 
firer. 

A brick milimeters from his head explodes from another shot. 

We cut into the distance to see Robin smoothly step around 
behind a chimney, domino mask in place, dropping a pistol and 
pulling another from the huge bandolier he carries as he does 
so. 

Jack, looking alarmed, leaps again, for the streets, and 
starts rapidly bouncing from wall to wall of the street, 
heading around behind where Robin is stationed. 

Then, a brief thundering sound warns us of Pelles' imminent 
arrival, as his horse leaps a tall vegetable stall blocking an 
alley at the end of the sreet - as he leaps, Pelles lowers a 
truly massive crossbow, one large enough he has to hold it in 
both hands, and shoots. 

Jack screams and drops to street level as the bolt takes him 
through the thigh, spinning him around as he does so. 

MORE ROOFTOPS, EXTERIOR, DUSK 

Down on the South Side, Achelli turns to Rowan. 

ACHELLI 

It's time. Keep up as best you can, and follow me. 

He runs off, sprinting along and up roofs, leaping from street 
to street in impossible, twenty-foot jumps. 

Rowan starts off, looks panicked at the first jump. Then we 
see a flood of heroic images again, and when we look back 
she's masked and clad as before, and sprinting along after 
Achelli, rapidly catching him up with dazzling agility and 
speed. 

STREET IN THE AULD QUARTER, EXTERIOR, DUSK 

Pelles charges Jack down, lowering the deadly steel-tipped 
lance. Jack stands up in the street, looking dazed- easy meat. 
The lance closes on Jack. Suddenly, Jack moves staggeringly 
fast, diving under the lance, the razor coming around and up 
into Pelles' steed's stomach. The horse screams and rears, 
coming down on its side - Pelles doesn't land well. 
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Jack reaches down and grabs the bolt sticking through his leg. 
As Pelles struggles to rise, the bolt begins to glow - red- 
hot, then white, melting down Jack's leg. 

Moving more easily now, Jack closes. 

Pelles gets into stance with his bastard sword. Jack closes. 
They fight, rapidly and lethally - Jack quickly uses his 
superior speed to close and slash his razor straight through 
Pelles' leg armour and through his thigh. Pelles collapses 
backward and Jack moves in for the kill. 

There is a grunt of effort from above, and a massive block of 
stone, clearly an entire chimney stack carved with gargoyles, 
crashes down between Jack and Pelles. Jack looks up to see 
Silver dropping down on him. Jack leaps back down the road, 
and Silver lands and charges. 

Jack appears disconcerted. Then, 

JACK 

He'll do as well as the poet, to tell my prize. 

He meets Silver's charge, throwing him to one side, into a 
wall - the throw looks like to crack Silver's head off against 
the wall, but instead Silver turns and hits it with his back, 
cracking the stone, before kicking Jack off him and coming 
back in with a series of blindingly fast, acrobatic attacks, 
driving Jack backward and nearly knocking him out with an 
overturned cart. Jack initially is clearly off balance and 
recovering. 

He's driving Jack backward toward a wall when we see Jack's 
face - he's planning something, and is less wrong-footed than 
he appears. Silver drives Jack back further, coming in for the 
kill. A moment of sorrow passes his face as he goes for the 
killing lunge - Jack sees it and drops in a blur of speed, 
rolling and coming up behind the Silver with his razor to his 
throat. He disarms Silver of his dagger. 

JACK 

Tell me of the girl, old friend, or I'll cut you 
across, again and again. 

SILVER 


Go to hell, old friend. 


JACK 


Been there. 
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He looks at Silver for a moment, then suddenly slashes down - 
Silver's right pinky is cut, not entirely cleanly, by the 
blow. 

JACK 

came back. 

Silver grunts, clearly supressing a scream. 

JACK 

The boy was brave. But he always cracked in the end. 

He draws his hand up again, intending to cut. Then, there is a 
massive crash behind him - Pelles steps out from under the 
stone mass he has just lifted away from him. Jack puts the 
razor back to Silver's throat. 

JACK 

One sword, one knife, one life. 

A slight figure appears across the street. 

ROBIN 


No thumb. 

Robin fires. Jack screams and falls away, his razor and his 
thumb arcing away from him. Silver spins, dives for his dagger 
and turns on Jack - then there is another report, and Silver's 
shirt and arm are cut as a rifle shot rings out. 

Soldiers crowd the end of the street. 

FIRST SOLDIER 

Which one's Jack? 

SERGEANT 


Who cares! 

He lowers his rifle. 

Silver turns back to Jack - who is now on his feet. He grins, 
and jumps upward, as the guards start firing. 
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SILVER 


Damn it! 

The Steelwights flee in various directions. 

ROOFTOPS, EXTERIOR, DUSK 

We cut to Achelli and Rowan. They're still racing across the 
rooftops. Suddenly, Achelli stops, and swings down, onto a 
narrow crossbridge, and starts heading for a large rookery. 

ACHELLI 


Short cut - follow me. 


ROWAN 


To Jack? 


ACHELLI 

(a brief pause. Then - ) 

Aye . 

Rowan nods, and they plunge into a mass of narrow rooms, 
walkways and tiny alleys. Finally, they end up in a closed 
courtyard. Rowan runs in, out of breath, and then notices that 
they're not alone. 

CLOSED COURTYARD IN THE AULD QUARTER, EXTERIOR, DUSK 

In one corner of the courtyard, the Bishop is painting, 
calmly, with a SERVANT attending him. The one exit is guarded 
by four guards, human-looking but the ones we saw with the 
Bishop before. And lastly, the Master steps out from behind 
the door. 


ROWAN 

(hand goes to sword, looks around) 
Look out! 

ACHELLI 

Hold fast, lass. 


MASTER 


(to Achelli) My ally. You are reliable as always. 
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ACHELLI 

(A command, to the Master) She will not be harmed. 

The Master doesn't like being given orders. 

The Bishop is watching with a paternal smile. 

ROWAN 

What's going on? 

ACHELLI 

You're to go with these men, lass. That's an order. 

ROWAN 

I'd not go with them if they were men! 

The Master and Achelli exchange sudden, sharp looks. 

ACHELLI 

What did you say? 

Some of the guards start moving forward. Rowan backs up. Her 
sword is suddenly up. 

ROWAN 

Get away from me. All of you. 

MASTER 

Achelli, I trust this will be handled calmly. 

ACHELLI 


Lass, be cal- 

Suddenly, we see the Mask appear on Rowan's face. She glides 
around - it looks slow, but we can see that everything is 
moving slowly now. Both her hands are holding pistols - the 
left glides toward the guards, the right the Master. 

Suddenly, a blurring shape appears from her right. Everything 
collapses back into normal time, and Rowan crumples limply to 
the floor. Achelli has just hit her. 


0D0 
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I am sorry you had to do that, my son. 

Achelli looks around, feral and dangerous. 

ACHELLI 

(To the Master) What's he doing here? 

MASTER 

(Obvious untruth - this is the equivalent of a "no 
comment") Bishop Odo is my trusted friend and 
confidant. (Harder) What does she know? 

ACHELLI 

I was about to ask you the same question. 

The two glare at each other. 

BISHOP ODO 

If I may? I believe she was at the College. She may 
have seen something there. 

MASTER 


That could be dangerous. 

ACHELLI 

You know the deal. 

MASTER 

If she has seen the truth - 
Achelli glares. 

Very well. We will not harm her. 
There's a pause. Then Achelli nods. 

ACHELLI 


I should get back. 

MASTER 

You'll need a reason why you lost your girl. 
Achelli pauses for a moment, then nods. 
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MASTER 

(moving behind Achelli) The wound will need to be 
convincing. 

(revenge time for the Master) This will hurt a great 
deal. 

Achelli can't see the Master, but he's smiling like a hyena. 

The Master slashes down with something we can't see. Achelli 
cries out. Then the Master moves away. 

MASTER 

Until the next time, Achelli. 

ACHELLI 

You're a disease of this Earth. 


MASTER 

And like the pox, ineradicable. 

Achelli glares for a moment, then leaves, clutching his arm, 
which clearly is indeed hurting terribly. 

The Master waits a moment. Then, 

MASTER 

Bring it with us. 

And he leaves, with the guards carrying Rowan between them. 
There's one servitor and the Bishop left. 

0D0 

(smiles, to the servant, who is dressed as a 
commoner) 

You know what you have to do. 

SERVANT 


(knuckling his forehead) I do, my Lord. 
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The Bishop looks after the direction the Master departed, 
gathers up his canvas, then spits on the ground to the side of 
where the Master walked, looking that way, and departs. 

PEN IN THE MASTER'S FACTORY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

The world swims as Rowan regains consciousness. She's held in 
a large, open area, an empty warehouse of some sort by the 
looks of it, but one with stone walls, thick wooden floors, 
and no windows. The high roof is flat and stone. 

She lies against a crate - watching her, standing, is the 
Master, with a couple of Broken guards, whilst the Bishop sits 
nearby, painting as always - clearly painting her. 

Rowan lies there, for a moment, very still, then suddenly 
leaps up, grabbing for the Master as her hand goes for a long 
piece of wood. The Master steps back coolly, and one of the 
guards clubs her backward, casually, with a heavy cudgel. 

Rowan collapses against the crate again. 

0D0 

Ah, the energy of youth. 

MASTER 

(to Rowan) I have no interest in you 
or your identity. You are here for a 
single purpose that requires nothing 
but your presence. 

Cooperate and you will be let free. Do 
anything else and you will be killed. 

ROWAN 

By those broken-down creatures? 

The Master looks momentarily startled, as does the Bishop. 

With a glance at the latter, the Master recovers first. 

MASTER 


Verence. 

The heavier-set of the two guards steps forward and kicks 
Rowan in the ribs. She groans. He clubs her again, and she 
collapses back to the floor. Then he reaches down and grabs 
her by the scruff of the neck, and his appearance begins to 
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flicker, with flashes of the broken-down thing we saw 
appearing. 


MASTER 


Enough. 

What is your decision? 

Rowan, coughs blood onto the ground, and makes no attempt to 
rise . 


Good. 

He turns to walk away. 


0D0 


(quietly) 

Will this cage be strong enough, my 
Lord? 

The Master gives him a slightly irritated and appraising look. 
The Bishop continues to look concerned. 

MASTER 

If she was one of the great ones, 

Achelli or Blaine, then I would be 
more cautious. But a new-minted 
Steelwight? She is not strong enough 
to escape. 

The Bishop nods, submissively. The Master gives on last look 
around, smiles slightly. 


0D0 


Unharmed? 


MASTER 

(Slightly hesitates, measuring Rowan 
for a moment.) 

Yes . 

He leaves, as do his guards. The Bishop doesn't. He returns to 
his painting. 


0D0 
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The Master is thinking about his 
"broken-down creatures", my child. It 
may take him some time, but 
eventually, he will come to the same 
conclusion that I have. 

Rowan glares up at him. 

You see things, my child, as they 
truly are. 

Rowan can't hide her reaction. The Bishop smiles. 

When he realises, he'll have you torn 
apart. 

Rowan starts to get to her feet, spitting out blood. 

ROWAN 

You're no true priest. 

0D0 

(laughs) Flesh and bone, I am the 
truest priest I know. 

The Master of Vestments. A dangerous 
and powerful - well, let's call him a 
man for now. But, as we can see, he - 
misses things. 


He smiles. 


Achelli and the Master, the Master and 
the young Lord. I have watched them 
for years, prowling around each other. 
Every day their teeth growing sharper 
and their stomachs gnawing hungrier. 

For years I have known that one day 
they would fall upon each other's 
flesh, rare and fibered. And then, 
when they are weakened, I will feast. 

I thank you for making that day now. 

He looks down at the painting. There is a pause. 

Aren't you going to attack me, my 
child? 
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Rowan spits in his face. He clearly enjoys that. His tongue - 
very long- comes out and plays with the sput on his face, 
then he licks it away. The tongue stays out, as though tasting 
something on the air. 

He smiles even wider. 

Bless you, my child. 

He stands up. 

Think on the Bull, child. 

Think on his flesh. 

The Bishop leaves. 
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THE STEELWIGHT SALLE, INTERIOR 

Pelles is splinting his leg with Achelli's aid, whilst Robin 
carefully cleans and polishes his pistols. 

Suddenly Silver enters, like a thunderstorm. 

SILVER 

Never there's a tragedy but there are 
a hundred set to witness it. 

He turns, grabs someone from outside, and thrusts the 
Bishop's manservant, still made up to be a peasant and 
blindfolded, into the room. 

The Steelwights react with varying degrees of shock. Achelli's 
is the greatest. 

Silver picks up the "commoner" and bodily carries him down the 
stairs. 


SILVER 

This creature witnessed everything 
that happened. 


ACHELLI 


(panicked) What? 

Silver sets the poor man down at the foot of the stairs. 

SILVER 


Tell them. 


SERVANT 

My - my lords, the- the girl - 
Silver growls. 


SERVANT 


(Faster) 

My lords, the woman that you seek was 
kidnapped. Taken in broad daylight, 
she was, by other lords. 
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The Steelwights are thunderstruck. There are various 
exclamations. 


ACHELLI 


You saw this? 

The commoner nods. 

Who? Who did you see there? 

SERVANT 

G-Guards, sir, milord. Half a dozen of 
them in green-and-gold. And the one 
man - lord, I think - young, he was, 
with a cold way about him, like you 
wouldn't want to be in the path of his 
carriage or he'd run you down. 

ACHELLI 

(To Silver) How do you know this man 
is trustworthy? 


SILVER 

(coldly - suddenly even more menacing 
than he was before). 

Are you lying to me, boy? 

The commoner is quite clearly terrified. He's on the verge of 
shitting himself. 

ROBIN 

(dryly) I don't believe he is. 

Silver suddenly turns and violently throws a goblet from 
a table at the wall. 


PELLES 

(suddenly) Green and gold - how tall 
was this Lord? 


SERVANT 

Short, my lord, short in stature and 
with black hair. 
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Pelles and Silver exchange looks. 

PELLES 

The Master of Vestments. 

SILVER 

Our erstwhile ally. 


SERVANT 

I heard them talk to a factory across 
the Lake, my Lords. Where they were 
taking her. A loom or sum'met. 

PELLES 


I know it. 


ROBIN 

(to Pelles) Can you ride? 

ACHELLI 


No . 

All heads turn to look at him. 


ACHELLI 

We will not move against the Master. 

No-one says anything. Silver is glaring at Achelli silently 
like he will kill him. 


PELLES 

(Hard) He has kidnapped one of our 
own. 


ACHELLI 

I know. And, understand me, we cannot 
go after her. 


PELLES 


Why? 
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ACHELLI 

Some reasons you know. Some reasons 
you don't. I can't tell you them. 

ROBIN 

You have been keeping your secret from 
us as long as I have been here. 

PELLES 

Achelli is our leader. It is his 
decision. 


ROBIN 

Would you spend your life for it? 

ACHELLI 

They have promised her safety. 


Pause. 


Aye, I would. 


Silver looks around at them, slowly. Then, he turns, 
deliberately, begins heading for the door. 

ACHELLI 


John - 


SILVER 

You want me to trust you to know what 
is worth a life, once again. 

ACHELLI 


Aye, I do. 

Silver walks out. 

THE FACTORY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 


and. 


The Bishop. He's heading down a hall in the main area of the 
factory, for a large, open room with many pictures hanging in 
it, dimly seen. He's carrying the canvas he had with him when 
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he was in Rowan's room, and he looks very pleased with 
himself. 

Another MANSERVANT is waiting for him just outside the room. 
The Bishop walks a little inside, obscuring our view of the 
paintings, and places the canvas down on a table just out of 
sight. He reaches out and finds himself a cane and a thick 
coat. 

MANSERVANT 

I just got word, your Grace. Everything happened as 
you said. 


ODO 


Good. 

He turns and leaves, the manservant on his heels, other 
servants appearing as if out of the walls. 

We pan backward, and turn, and see the paintings (in charcoal 
style) on the walls. It is, quite literally, a gallery of 
horror - hideous creatures, torture, barbarity and ever 
cannibalism. We pan around the paintings slowly until we come 
to the one he has half-finished - Rowan, sitting as she was, 
except her face is stretched in an expression of horror, and 
half-seen things with teeth are all around her. 

DEG'S CLAIM, EXTERIOR, TWILIGHT 

DEG'S CLAIM, the half-derelict island marking the half-way 
point between the widest two bridges to cross the Wind. The 
bridges are huge, wood and stone, with holes in the planking 
where the boards of the bridges have decayed. Beyond, we can 
see on to the island, where huge hulking ghosts of buildings 
loom up out of the fog. 

Silver is nearing the end of the bridge, running incredibly 
fast. Mask in place. Then, Achelli steps out of the shadows at 
the end of the bridge, amongst the buildings, and walks on to 
the bridge. 

Silver stops. Achelli comes closer. Silver looks at him 
uncertainly. 


ACHELLI 

I can't allow you to do this, John. Some things are 
too important to let you destroy them. 


SILVER 



She is Steelwight, Achelli. No matter what 
innocents we have abandoned before, we cannot 
betray one of us. 

(Suddenly realises something) 

You know why she's been taken, don't you? 

ACHELLI 


Aye, lad. 

Silver stares at him 

She's to help capture Jack. 

SILVER 


Help. 


ACHELLI 

(Achelli doesn't like this idea at all, but is 
trying to brazen through it) 

Jack's taken a fondness to the lass. She's to be 
bait. 


SILVER 


You sicken me. 

He tries to step around Achelli. Achelli moves back. 

ACHELLI 

Twenty years ago, John. 

You don't remember what the Steelwights were, then 
Madmen and anarchists set against everything we 
saw. 


SILVER 

And this is relevant because - 

ACHELLI 

I saw what happened. I saw Jerome gutted like a 
pig, Blaine driven mad, Taylor - more innocent 
people killed than I can count. 
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It's only the Master that stops those times from 
coming again. 

SILVER 

The Master. Your pet sadist. 

ACHELLI 

He's even worse than you know, John, but it's in 
his interests to work with us. And working for him, 
we're free to do good, but we have to keep the 
balance - 


SILVER 

Balance! We do all he commands, and for what? 
(sneers) Protection for the law? 

ACHELLI 

Leave it , John. There's a lot of things you don't 
know 


SILVER 

(dismissive) Let me past. 

He walks forward, obviously intending to get through however 
necessary. 


ACHELLI 

Jack's not the first who's turned. 
Silver stops. 


ACHELLI 

That's what happened, last time. Taylor is a 
monster now. 

I learned from histories, John. That's how it 
works: Steelwights rise, Steelwights destroy, one 
of them turns and betrays the rest. Until now. 

SILVER 

The Master keeps us safe. 


ACHELLI 
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The Master? No. Our deal with the Master. 

SILVER 


How? 


ACHELLI 

While the Steelwights cooperate with the 
Authorities, we'll not go mad or turn. 

SILVER 

Why? How does that happen? 

It's as Robin Bysshe said. Since before I joined 
you, you've been hiding some secret, old man. What 
is it that would make you toady? 

ACHELLI 

(Hard) Necessity. 

I cannot tell you, lad. 

Please, in this if nothing else, trust me. 

SILVER 


Trust. 

Trust me, we have to leave this child to the 
authorities. Trust me, we can do nothing for her. 

Trust me, we must betray what we should stand for, 
again and again. 

(he starts to stalk toward Achelli) 

I can think of no thing, no secret that would 
justify your actions or my trust. 

If Rowan has been hurt, I will see you dead for it. 

The two of them are closing to sword range. Silver draws 
swords, as does Achelli - but Achelli is still backing away. 

Now get out of my way. 

Achelli holds his ground. Silver attacks. Achelli deflects it, 
with a growl. 
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The two begin to fight, upon the bridge. Silver's blows are a 
blur. Achelli is backing up, fighting hard - but it becomes 
apparent that he isn't attacking. 

ACHELLI 

John, give this up. You know I can hold you off all 
day. 

SILVER 

(Coming in with a vicious thrust) 

Then fight properly. 


ACHELLI 

Not going to happen, boy. Eventually you'll come to 
your senses. 


SILVER 


(backing off slightly) 

You believe that? 

Then let me tell you what I believe. 

I believe, if you prevent me from rescuing Rowan, 
that I will leave you. I believe the others will 
follow. And I believe that then we shall do as we 
see fit, without the Master or your bargains, and 
this City shall have true Steelwights again. 

ACHELLI 

You don't know what you're saying, boy. Drop it, 
now. 

SILVER 

Will your deal survive that? For I swear it will 
come to pass, unless you give up your ground, or 
kill me. 

ACHELLI 

Damn you, John. 

May the Bull have mercy on your soul. 


He attacks. 
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He's a force of nature. He's unstoppable. He's the finest 
swordsman to grace the Steelwights, the unhuman heroes of the 
City, in a hundred years. 

Silver nearly matches him. 

The fight ranges across the floor, walls, and pillars of the 
bridge. The swords flicker so fast that it's near impossible 
to follow them. The hazards of the decaying bridge are their 
own perils. 

Silver's foot disappears downward as a bridge segment 
collapses, the rest of his body following. It looks like he's 
going to land sprawled. Achelli steps forward, sword coming 
down in a powerful cut to where he'll land. 

Silver throws himself, in perfect control, through and under 
the bridge, emerging behind Achelli. Clearly he planned this. 
He steps forward into a lunge as Achelli turns. 

But Achelli's already there. He anticipated that. Evading the 
lunge, he's launching forward into an attack of his own, 
toward Silver as Silver commits to his own attack. 

Silver sees it. Desperately, off-balance now from Achelli's 
sudden move, he tries to parry it. Amazingly, defying the 
force of gravity, his chest passes just over Achelli's blade, 
and he thrusts out in an impossible, contortionist stop hit. 

It hits home and sinks into Achelli's chest. Achelli coughs 
once and goes limp, hitting the deck almost in Silver's arms. 

Silver stops. Then, he slowly comes to himself. Looks down, 
sees blood all over his hands. Rain is falling. Looks down at 
the body at his feet. Turns it over, as if uncertain as to 
what it is. 

Achelli falls limp at his feet. 

SILVER 

(Shell-shocked, disbelieving) Old man? 

A noise makes him turn his head. 

A horrible cavelcade is coming up the bridge. A horde of 
monsters. Leading them is the Bishop. 

Silver turns to face the nearer group, including the Bishop, 
sword out, still on his knees, cradling Achelli. 
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ODO 

How noble is the man who gives his heart's blood to 
save people - 

He changes form to his true form. 

ODO 


- like me. 

A PEN IN THE MASTER'S FACTORY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

Rowan's prowling around, looking for a way out. We hear 
something - a trickling sound. 

Rowan heads to the back of the room, and searches. She looks 
around - finally, between two planks, she can hear the faint 
sound of running water. 


ROWAN 

It must lead to the canals. 

She smiles slightly. 

I'll sail out of here like Jason. 

She goes back through the room, and comes back with the stout 
plank she was using before. 

She stands over the stream sound, and punches downward with 
the plank, once. Not a damned scratch. She does it again, more 
angry - still nothing. She beats at the planks in a frenzy - 
still not so much as a major dent. 

She hits the planks one last time, evidently with the last of 
her strength. Then, she collapses against the wall, letting 
the plank fall from her grasp. 

ROWAN 

Well, they said I wasn't strong enough. I suppose 
if you lock people up in warehouses you get to 
judge that sort of thing. 

Her expression is in danger of crumbling. She's going to lose 
it. Then she pulls herself together. 

They do not get to win. 
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There is a sudden, faint, flash of a heroic woodcut, across 
our vision. 

Rowan looks startled. Then she sits up straighter. She's 
thinking something out. 

A Steelwight could get out of here. A hero. But I 
even looked different when I - was a hero. 

John Silver said I wore the mask of heroes. 

Odysseus could trick his way out of here. Roland 
could break the walls down. 

(She concentrates) Heroes. 

Nothing. Rowan slumps. 

There's a growl outside the door. Rowan jumps. 

No. No, there's no reason to be afraid. I'm not a 
helpless woman. I'm fitted in armour. 

There's a flash of armour on her, full-fitted. Gothic and 
beautiful. 

Rowan jumps. 

What? 

I'm fitted in steel. I'm - what was it? - the hope 
of helpless men. 

There are more flashes. 

(Starting to get into it) I'm Hercules before the 
Titans, Sigmund before the giants. 

More flashes. She's starting to sound like she's less speaking 
and more being spoken through. 

A maiden whose kiss is steel. Death riding in a 
storm. 

Rowan rises to her feet, looking like she's being pulled 
by invisible wires. The images are coming thick and fast 
- more so than ever before. 

I am the white in this field of grey. 

I am Steelwight, and I will not be chained. 
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The Mask is in place. She turns, and picks up the plank. As it 
flashes down it turns, momentarily, into a ram of black iron. 

It hits the planks. They shatter. So does the battering-plank. 
Below, a canal or sewer flows. 

Rowan turns, picks a black smallsword and a pistol out of the 
air, fastens them onto herself, and drops. 

DEG'S CLAIM, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

The Bishop talking to Silver. No time has passed. 

0D0 

He was a noble man. True, he betrayed, 
he made deals with his enemy, but all 
to save his (indicates Silver) 
children from themselves. 

Silver is still in shock. He's staring at the Bishop like he 
is mesmerised - close enough, actually. 

0D0 

And all the time he hid his truth from 
you - that the things you fought and 
the men with which you work are one 
and the same. 


SILVER 

(Starting to gather strength) The 
Master, you have infiltrated the 
government- 


0D0 

Your kind have no government, only us. 

Your parliament, your churches. Your 
bankers, your nobles. Everyone to whom 
you bow. 

We are your Authorities. 

SILVER 

(sword falls from nerveless fingers) 


You lie. 
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ODO 

That, my son, is what he kept from 
you, for he knew that, like the others 
did twenty years ago, you would try to 
lead a revolution. 

And in setting yourself up as an 
Authority, so an authority you become, 
and the cycle goes on. 

You become us, or else, my son, we 
consume you, for that is this City's 
law. 

The Bishop is very close, jaws opening. Silver is staring 
blankly. 

ACHELLI 

I don't think of it as a law. 

He reaches up, grabs the Bishop's robe, and drags him 
downward. 

ACHELLI 

More a guideline. 

Achelli slams his dagger into the Bishop's torso with all his 
strength. The force of the blow rips the Bishop's robe and 
throws him back a dozen feet to lie stunned and stabbed. 

The monsterous troops start to close, hesitantly. Achelli 
glares at the nearest, and it backs off a pace. Silver is 
still kneeling there, totally shocked. 

ACHELLI 

Get up, you ape! You're kneeling on my 
blade! 

Silver gets up, his face reawakening, and takes stance. 
Achelli grabs his sword and faces back to back with him. 

A small army faces them. 


ACHELLI 


Morning, lads. 

I am death, forged in steel. 



Page 90 


Silver looks startled for a moment, then - 

SILVER 

The hope of helpless men. 

ACHELLI AND SILVER 
Dead men in a storm of swords. 

ODO 


KILL THEM! 

The mass rush at Silver and Achelli, and the killing begins. 

A CANAL BENEATH THE FACTORY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

Rowan lands hip-deep in water, and immediately turns and heads 
down the tunnel. Her walk is more confident and more dangerous 
now. 

She keeps going - it's not totally quiet down here, but it 
certainly is unsettling. There's little enough noise that the 
creaking of the wood above is noticable. 

She creeps along for a bit. Suddenly, she turns her head - she 
hears a noise, like a baby crying. It's replaced a moment 
later by another. 

She follows the noise, which becomes louder and more multi¬ 
layered. Soon she comes to a stairway up from the waterway, 
which she follows up to a darkened room. She goes up, and in, 
and further up, and then comes out on a catwalk above a 
massive warehouse. 

THE BABY FARM, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

It's not the size of the warehouse that stops her in her 
tracks. Nor is it the obviously inhuman guards, twenty of 
them, who guard the enormous room. Instead, it's its contents: 
hundreds upon hundreds of tiny, coffin-shaped boxes, rank upon 
rank of them, which, as we pan across the room and down to 
looks at them, are revealed to each contain a tiny, totally 
cramped but undeniably human baby. 

DEG'S CLAIM, EXTERIOR, NIGHT 

Achelli and Silver are untouchable. Men and things rush at 
them and die. 
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Odo tries to get to the back of the group, but Achelli keeps 
coming nearer to him. Finally, he is forced into combat. His 
meathook and his mouth keep Achelli at bay for a few moments, 
before Achelli disarms him of his hooks, and forces him back 
against the bridge. 


ODO 

Stop! I have information about Jack! 

ACHELLI 

That line got old. 


ODO 


He is something el- 

Achelli spits him through. The force of the blow goes into the 
parapet, which starts to crumble. Achelli draws the blade out 
and makes ready for a swipe. The parapet crumbles further. 
Achelli swings, and Odo desperately pushes backwards, falling 
with masonry into the river, Achelli's swing only cutting 
across his chest. 


ACHELLI 


Damn. 

The rest of the monsters flee. Achelli looks after them. 

Suddenly, he coughs, and stumbles. When he straightens up 
again, he looks a lot worse. 


SILVER 

(rushing to his side) 
Are you well? 


ACHELLI 

You just stabbed me in the gut, lad. 

How would you feel? 

He straightens up. Red blood glistens on the front of his 
tunic. Silver looks distraught. 

ACHELLI 

Ten years training you and you still 
can't lunge straight. 
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He slumps again, a little, then straightens and starts 
walking. Silver looks at him. 

ACHELLI 

Wasn't our lass in trouble? 

Silver nods, once. The two of them turn together, and run off 
toward the warehouse. 

THE FACTORY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

There's a fight going on, a fight between Silver and Achelli 
and some poor overmatched guards. It's over pretty damned 
briefly, and Silver and Achelli rush on through, getting to a 
T-junction and looking around to see which way to go. 

SILVER 


Achelli, I - 


ACHELLI 

Yes, it's true. No, we're not going to 
talk about it now. 

SILVER 

(takes a deep breath, then lets it 
out, suddenly). 

Very well. Which way? 

ACHELLI 

(goes over and checks a door) I'd 
guess this way. 

Achelli stands back, and a body drops to the ground. It's been 
neatly spitted through the chest. 

SILVER 


Hellfire. 

They rush through the door. 

They run down corridors, most of them filled with multiple 
dead bodies, killed by sword or pistol. The sound of combat 
can be heard from somewhere nearby. They rush toward it. 
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RECORD ROOM IN THE FACTORY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

It's a large room, filled with cabinets of records. Guards 
appear to have converged on it from all directions, and over a 
dozen of them already lay dead. A further four are converging 
on a small figure at the end of the room, who is trapped. 

Achelli runs toward the figure. As he does, time slows. The 
first figure stumbles backward, as a blade slashes its throat. 
The second, coming in, gives a coughing sound and sits down as 
the figure in the middle of the fight - Rowan - leaps over it. 
The third and fourth are blown apart by pistols suddenly 
appearing from nowhere, and Achelli, just arriving at the end 
of his twenty-foot run at this point, stops suddenly as a 
pistol shoves up into his face. His sword clatters to the 
ground. 

Rowan is wearing the Mask, and an expression of anger like 
nothing we've ever seen on her. 

ROWAN 

Try to fight. Please. 

Silver moves up next to the pair of them, not willing to touch 
anything happening. He looks into Rowan's eyes. 

SILVER 

Rowan, trust him. 

This time. 

There is a brief, horrible pause. Rowan looks hard at Silver. 
Then Rowan's eyes widen. The Mask and the pistol vanish, 
smoothly, and she takes a step back and staggers. Silver 
starts to take a step toward her, and smoothly brings it to a 
halt as she flinches. 


ROWAN 

There are names on these files - 
hundreds of them. Clergymen, noblemen. 
Lords and ladies. 

These files list their withdrawls from 
the farm here. 

She looks like she's going to faint, but doesn't. 


It farms children. 
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Achelli looks disbelieving. Then ill. 

SILVER 

(hard) Did you - 

ACHELLI 

No . 

(pause) 

We're getting out of here. 

ROWAN 

We should destroy this place! 

SILVER 

You are being held here as bait. For 
Jack. 

We will destroy all their works, but 
not today. 

Silver looks at Achelli. 

ACHELLI 

You have always made up your own mind, John. 

But (he looks at the book) - aye. 

What's the quickest way out? 

ROWAN 

(still quite hostile) We should burn this place. 

There's a covered canal back that way. 

ACHELLI 

Right. Let's - 

There is a huge, distant booming noise. After a moment there's 
a shower of wood heard on the roof. 

ACHELLI 


Jack. 
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SILVER 

Then we end it here. 

ACHELLI 


Aye. 


ROWAN 


Aye . 

Silver and Achelli look startled. 

(sarcastic) Today? 

THE FACTORY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

There is another explosion. This one's a lot closer. Smoke 
drifts down the corridor outside as the Steelwights run toward 
it. 

They have turned down one direction when there is a horrible 
scream from the other direction, and another. They turn to 
chase that way. 


SILVER 


He's baiting us. 


ACHELLI 

Bait goes to line, line to fisherman. 

They run forward, into the smoke. 

Fragments of movement - a half-seen figure through the 
swirling smoke. A hideously mutilated body in another 
direction. 


SILVER 


Jack! 

The sound of high-pitched laughter. Then, a blast of fire, 
which Silver rolls neatly to avoid, slashing up, but hitting 
nothing. 


ACHELLI 


Stay together! Follow my voice! 
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Silver turns to head in that direction. Achelli is standing 
still. Rowan appears out of the fog, and Achelli turns and 
heads through the smoke. 

AN OFFICE IN THE FACTORY, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

They emerge in a large, empty office. Just workers in here, it 
would seem - all slaughtered except one. Afterward, perhaps 
someone will note that they don't all seem to have been killed 
with razors - some have simply been torn apart. 

The Steelwights survey the scene. We hear soft moaning from 
behind a desk. 

Silver moves to the desk and flings it away. Beneath it a 
small figure cowers, back to Silver, face to the wall so that 
we can't see it. The figure is moaning softly. 

Rowan looks at the figure - then turns away, looking suddenly 
unwell. 


SILVER 

We can stop this. Where he go? 

The figure, trembling and still moaning, points out toward the 
second of the room's four exits. 


SILVER 

(Nods) My thanks. 

He strides toward the door, the rest of the Steelwights 
following. They exit. 

We pan down to the figure, which stops shaking, and turns. The 
"clerk" - the Master of Vestments - is smiling. 

THE WEAVING HOUSE, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

CUT back to the Steelwights, as they run down a corridor. 
Silver kicks in a door at the end of the corridor, and they 
run out - into a massive warehouse, on the upper levels. This 
is clearly one of the weaving houses, and is criss-crossed 
with huge pieces of machinery, ladders and stairs to upper and 
lower levels. It looks like an absolutely ideal ambush site, 
in other words. 


SILVER 
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Hellfire. There's still some of him in 
there, whatever he is. 

ROWAN 


How do you know? 


ACHELLI 

It's open, confused, we can't move 
freely - just what Jack would have 
chosen in the old - 

SILVER 

And he will kill us with it if we're 
not ready. 

They start moving out into the main area. Achelli and Silver 
are Masked - Rowan has dropped hers. 

We're looking through Rowan's eyes for a moment. Suddenly the 
vision in front of her starts to shift and flicker. 

ROWAN 


Oh, no. Not now. 

(Suddenly, panicked) 

Somebody help m- 

She starts to topple over, on the narrow catwalk. The two 
other Steelwights look back. As she starts to convulse, and 
her feet lose purchase on the catwalk. Silver is suddenly 
there, holding her up. 


SILVER 


Get me a cloth! 

Achelli looks 'round - just as two of the huge wool bins 
explode upward in fire, either side of the warehouse. Smoke 
rapidly starts to fill the warehouse. More fires start. And 
then, as the two Steelwights look around and Rowan's eyes roll 
up in her head, a figure appears through the smoke, running 
along the narrow catwalk toward the Steelwights, coat flapping 
open and razor in hand. 


SILVER 
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(whispered, without looking up) Hello, 

Jack. 

Blindingly fast, Silver and Achelli's hands whip up, holding 
pistols. The two shots fire as one. The balls race toward 
Jack, who suddenly isn't in front of them, instead smoothly 
vaulting under the catwalk like a horseriding trick. He comes 
up again, and starts running forward. Achelli drops the pistol 
and raises the one in his left hand. Silver drops his pistol, 
and, hampered by holding Rowan, starts to draw another, 
swears, and goes for his sword. 

Achelli holds off on firing. Jack is getting faster. Then, 
suddenly, Jack leaps forward, nearly horizontally. There's a 
blast as Achelli fires, the ball grazes Jack's shoulder, a 
grunt from him as Jack hits him, and Achelli falls off the 
catwalk, catching it with one hand. Silver's sword swings in 
an arc, coming up for a stop hit. There is a blur, a ripping 
sound, and Silver's shoulder is deeply scored across by Jack's 
razor. Silver's blade goes through Jack's coat, which rips in 
half, and across his side, bouncing off a rib. 

Jack vanishes upward into the rafters and the smoke. Silver 
screams as Rowan kicks and her weight lands wholly on his 
injured arm. He can't drop the sword. She slips out of his 
grasp and falls downward - with a last screamed effort, he 
directs her fall toward a pile of cloth a storey below. 

Achelli looks up in time to see a blur coming down toward him, 
as he gets both hands on the catwalk. Jack's legs hammer into 
his shoulders, and he is thrown downward. 

JACK 

(landing on the catwalk) 

I wouldn't give much for your help, my 
love. Seems they can't hold their 
balance. 

SILVER 

Save the repartee. Jack. I know this insanity isn't 
you. It must hurt whatever real part of you is left 
near to death. 

Jack's face creases. He twitches his head violently from side 
to side. The creases on his face seem to become much deeper, 
then pop out entirely. 


JACK 



Page 99 


He's dead! He's dead! 

SILVER 

Then what are you fighting? 

Silver looks onto this with an expression of hope and caution. 
He doesn't move any closer. 


JACK 

We're tired. We've been able to forget 
the lies. But your girl will cure all 
that. 

(he notices Silver's expression) 

And I'll like it that she was yours. 

SILVER 

Rowan is her own. And will remain that 
way. 


JACK (2) 

Hah. A woman only - 

He started to gesture expansively, evidently expecting Silver 
to keep talking. Hence, he is suddenly very surprised when 
Silver lunges, has to duck out of the way, and is suddenly 
fighting for his life. 

Silver doesn't look angry, he looks very, very cold. 

Silver backs Jack down the catwalk. Jack starts to counter¬ 
attack. Jack swings a hanging chain at Silver, who ducks, and 
he fight continues to go back and forward. 

Down below, Achelli starts to get up. He doesn't get that far. 
By now, he's covered in blood. 

ACHELLI 

They can't - be hurt - again - 
He painfully pushes himself to his feet. 

Rowan lies on the cloth. She's vomiting and convulsing. Her 
view is constantly shifting: the warehouse, the stars, the 
Towers of the City in the background, Jack's form shifting to 
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a slimy creature in a pool, the looms to hearts, Silver to a 
shining ghost with a circlet on its brow, her hands to wings. 

She struggles, nearly calms her thrashing, then suddenly a 
fresh convulsion, worse than before, takes her utterly. 

The smoke in the warehouse is nearly all-encompassing. 

Up on the catwalk, Silver deflects, feints, feints, takes a 
cut on the leg and runs Jack through - at the last moment Jack 
manages to take it in the the left arm rather than the chest. 
Jack bellows in pain, and whips his razor around, cutting 
through Silver's blade half way up, and hobbles back off. 

Silver advances, limping. Jack's arm hangs useless. 

JACK 

I can smell her, my love. Can you? 

He smiles, and leaps off the catwalk into the smoke. 

Silver looks horrified. He vaults off the catwalk, landing 
with a grimace, and starts frantically looking around in the 
smoke. 

Jack lands near Rowan, still helpless. He walks up to her, 
slowly, takes her hair and brings his razor around toward her 
throat. Rowan can't do anything about it. 

Then, there is a sudden bellow from off to the left, and 
Achelli cannons into Jack, slamming him off Rowan, and follows 
up with a dizzying, berserk attack that has Jack stumbling 
backward. 

Rowan is splattered with blood. It's coming from Achelli's 
body. Some of it seeps into her eyes. The red starts to film 
over her out-of-control visions. Her eyes slowly turn to 
follow Achelli, and images of heroes, very faintly, start to 
appear in the redness of her vision, following Achelli and 
seeping into her visions. 

Achelli punches Jack in the face, slashes across the front of 
his legs, and brings the blade down onto his shoulder with a 
crunching sound as Jack doesn't quite deflect it. But he's 
slowing fast. His other hand is now clutched to his wound. 

A wind starts to rise around Rowan. 

Achelli attacks again, and stumbles. Jack, whip-quick, sees 
his chance, and breathes fire into Achelli's face, and as he 
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stumbles back, Jack's razor slashes around and through his 
belly, then back across his throat. Achelli falls. 

Jack advances through the smoke. He gets to Rowan, who isn't 
down, any more, but struggling up with one hand still on the 
ground. She still looks pretty much helpless, but the Mask is 
on, and there is darkness around her eyes. Jack shakes the 
blood off the razor. 


ROWAN 

It's a long way from the Razor Halls 
to here. 


JACK 


(Stops dead) 

How do you know that name? 

ROWAN 

From the Razor Halls, atop plains of 
broken glass like snowfall. In a lake 
of still-warm blood. That's where you 
two met. 


JACK 


No! Shut up! 


JACK 2 


Stop him listening! 


ROWAN 

But you have to keep his pain warm and 

wet in order to ride. Or your flayed 

horse will buck and throw you. 

She is standing now. She looks scared, and whilst her sword is 

in her hand and her Mask is up, she doesn't look like she'll 

be able to take Jack. 


JACK 


Cut her! 

Jack's razor flicks out, around her blade, and cuts deeply 
into her shoulder. She screams and staggers. He cuts again, 
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the other shoulder. He starts to cut again, then makes a 
miniscule hesitation at the whistling sound. 

Silver appears out of the mist, wielding a chunk of wood as 
tall as him, swinging at Jack's head. 

Jack ducks, blindingly fast, comes up and cuts down Silver's 
arm. Silver shouts, and the piece of wood flies from his 
grasp. Jack spins the razor to cut Silver's head open. 

Then, Jack gives a little sigh. A point protrudes from his 
ribcage. He staggers, as we see Rowan standing behind him, 
recovering from her lunge and bringing the point of her 
smallsword out. And Jack's knees give and he collapses. 

Rowan stares, and the Mask vanishes. 

ROWAN 


What happened? 

Silver rushes over to Achelli, Rowan only a step behind. 

Achelli is collapsed. His belly lies open, and his hand is 
clutched, loosely, around his throat, trying to stop the blood 
spilling out further. 

SILVER 

Achelli! 

He goes down on one knee, beside Achelli. Achelli barely - 
just barely - moves his head. 

ACHELLI 

(almost a question, referring to the 
Wights under his leadership) We did 
good. 

Keep them safe, now, Joh- 

His last words fade out into a last bubbling breath, and he 
stops moving at all, as the blood starts to slow. 

We look at Silver's face. He's totally devestated. 

JACK 

It's a bad day for the old Wights. 


The two of them, Rowan and Silver, turn suddenly. 
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He may have been the greatest of us, 
and but for one, he's the last. 

SILVER 


Jack? 


JACK 

(to Achelli) Goodbye, old man. 

(to Silver) Mostly. 

(urgent) There is something you need 
to know, John. Something about the 
City. 


SILVER 

We are ruled and exploited by 
monsters. I know. 


JACK 

What, did I miss the notice? 

A shadow passes across his face. 

We're running out of time, John. How I became like 
this - it wasn't through Authority. I found a way - 
a hole - 

Silver reaches across and picks him up - or tries to. 

SILVER 

You'll have plenty of time to tell us 
later - 

(He catches sight of Jack's 
expression). 

We will have time. 

JACK 

(indicates himself) They are all that 
keeps this body alive now. And they 
are healing even now. I must not live 
when they return. 
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SILVER 

There is a potion. A tincture. 
Something to make you whole. 

(commanding) 

You will not do this! 

JACK 

Shut up and listen! 

There is a pause. 


JACK 

(To Rowan) I'm afraid that Lord 
Silver's manners haven't much improved 
in the years I have known him. 

I am John Lacey, known as Jack 
Springheel, of the Steelwights these 
last ten years. 

He half bows from where he sits. 

ROWAN 

(more understanding than Silver) 

Rowan Carson. I've been a Steelwight 
for about three days. 

JACK 


I am honoured. 

John? 

John Silver stands for a moment, then embraces Jack. Then, he 
stands back and hands him a pistol. The tension goes out of 
Jack. 


JACK 


Thank you. 

There is a way out - 


MASTER 



Page 105 


This man will not be wasted. 

The Master has emerged from the lower doors with four guards. 

Jack, lightning-fast, puts the pistol to his head. A flicker 
of blackness coalesces around the trigger. The gun doesn't 
f ire . 


JACK 


Hellfire, no - 

His head suddenly, violently, jerks around, then back again. 
He now looks like he's fighting for control. 

MASTER 

You have done well in capturing Jack 
Springheel. I commend you - you're 
everything your late master promised 
you would be. 

Silver starts toward the Master - Rowan puts a restraining 
hand on his arm. She's looking at the Master with a good deal 
of fear. 

The Master nods at Rowan. 


MASTER 

We will take this murderer for 
questioning, and then we will depart. 

He will not return, I assure you. 

Jack's head is whipping back and forward, now, and he's 
muttering to himself. 


ROWAN 

( to Silver, looking at the Master) 

There's nothing there but darkness. 

Jack's muttering is growing more violent. His legs flex. 

MASTER 

Decide quickly, or you will have 
loosed him to kill again. 


Silver is clearly torn. He looks at Jack, looks at the Master, 
looks back. Then, suddenly, he steps back. 
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SILVER 

He was a good man. 

The Master nods, and four guards go foward and chain Jack, 
then start taking him back to the group. 

MASTER 

Many men are. But then they are corrupted. 

The guards reach the Master, and the entire party turn and 
start heading out of the doors. 

SILVER 


Goodbye, Jack. 

Suddenly, Silver reaches a decision. He draws a pistol, and 
aims down it. He fires, and Jack's head is blown apart. 

The Master whips around - his face is threatening to leave its 
usual indifferent mask. 

Silver looks at the Master, fury in his eyes. 

SILVER 

I am not the old man. 

I will not appease you. I will do 
nothing that appears your wish. 

You are a cancer upon this earth and I 
tell you now that I will war upon you 
- Authorities - until no trace of you 
remains in this City. 

The room freezes in silence. Rowan nods, once. 

The Master looks at them for a few frozen seconds. Then he 
nods, slowly, consideringly, looks to his guards, gathers them 
with a look, and departs, slowly and calmly. 

A few more seconds pass. 

Rowan allows herself to relax a little. She looks to Silver. 

A hideous scream of rage rends the air. It's a scream of 
power, of very human fury and hate, but of an impossible 
magnitude. It goes on for a few seconds, accompanied by 
ripping and tearing sounds. Then it stops. 
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A head rolls down the walkway, stopping almost at Silver's 
feet. It's the head of one of the guards, ripped from his body 
and horribly mutilated. It leaves a trail of blood and bits of 
spinal column. 


ROWAN 


We won, I think. 

A GRAVEYARD, EXTERIOR, DAY 

A graveyard. It's small, surrounded by walls, with a few trees 
in it, and it's quite anonymous. There is no gravestone. 

Silver weeps openly, standing at the head of a grave. Robin 
stands at the foot, the remaining Steelwights standing as a 
very small and bare crowd. The grave is almost full of earth, 
being shovelled in by Pelles. 

Silver can barely stand up for his crying. He collapses onto 
his haunches. 

Rowan stands watching with a frozen face, like a mask. 

ROBIN 

May your mask protect you from the 
dogs at the doors to Heaven, and may 
it hold you to the your own self, so 
that you may rest at last in those 
Elysian fields. 

( to himself) I wonder where you are, and whether 
it is truly worth the fear. 

Silver gives him a stricken, near-murderous glare. 


ROBIN 

One, with soft enamour'd breath. 

Rekindled all the fading melodies. 

With which he had adorn'd and hid the 
coming bulk of Death. 

Robin turns away, ashamed. 

Silver's jaw tightens further and further, like he is trying 
to control himself, before he flings himself down on his 
haunches again, sobbing. 
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THE BISHOP'S OFFICE, INTERIOR, NIGHT 

Odo is in here, limping, gathering paintings and effects 
frantically. 

There are footsteps on the stair. Odo's manservant walks in. 
He relaxes. Then, soldiers and the Master follow him. 

MASTER 

Tell me again, about His Grace's 
eloquence about me. I believe, he said 
he would devour me? 

The camera retreats up the stairs as the Master starts to 
change, and shortly afterward the screaming begins. 

A STREET IN THE AULD QUARTER, EXTERIOR, DAY 

Rowan and Silver are walking along a narrow street. Silver 
seems to have recovered himself. 

SILVER 

I can't ask you to join us. You may 
still be able to establish a peaceful 
life, away from the battle. 

I do not want to take your dreams from 
you. 


ROWAN 

But you'll still fight. 

SILVER 

I have no choice. I am vengeful. 

ROWAN 

Stop making excuses. 

SILVER 

(angry) Very well, then I'll try 
truth. 

All of us swear an oath, when we join 
the Steelwights. We swear that we have 
died. That there is nothing here but a 
wight, a dead man, encased in steel. 
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Rowan, I will not ask that you die, no 
matter who else might live because of 
it. 

ROWAN'S LOFT, INTERIOR, DAY 

Rowan is pacing around, looking at books, music, surgical 
textbooks. 

ROWAN 

I have been terrified for most of the 
last week. I never want to go through 
that again. 

I want to have a happy life. I want to 
help other people. The Steelwights 
will win or lose without me. 

(To the painting) What should I do? 

A day passes. 

THE STEELWIGHT SALLE, INTERIOR, DAY 

A shot of Silver, reading a letter in the Steelwight 
safehouse. 


ROWAN 

I hope you understand my decision, 

John. 

ABOVE THE STEELWIGHT SAFEHOUSE, EXTERIOR, DAY 

A shot of Rowan, on a rooftop, watching the Steelwight 
safehouse. She looks unhappy. People are walking past - 
occasionally one of them goes in. 

I don't want to be a Steelwight. I do 
not want to be someone who will be 
hurt and threatened. 

It doesn't matter whether I want to be 
a - Steelwight, a hero. I've already 
seen things. I already wear a mask. I 
already am. 


John Silver passes below. He looks up, but clearly doesn't see 
her. It's hard to read his expression. 
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But I can control what I become. 

I will fight in your battle, John, no 
matter what you want. I will be a 
Steelwight. 

But I will not die. 

And she jumps from the roof down to the safehouse. 
FADE OUT 
THE END 



